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BOOK I. 

THE LOVES EARTH CALLS UNHOLY. 



" He that is without sin among you, let him first 
cast a stone at h^.'* 

Saint John, chap. viii. verse 7. 
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And wherefore should the narrow-minded ones 
That make this world of ours so base, presume 
To tell us who should be the objects of our 

loves. 
Yea give us rules whereby each living hope 
Must concentrate itself in one for them ? 
Ah me ! Fve loved, and wherefore have I 

loved ? 
And who has stolen a draught from that pure 

spring. 
Which long hath hid itself beneath a heart of 

fire, 

B 2 
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To leave within my forlorn breast a waste. 
Till this my surging soul with raging ire 
Exhausted, yearns to call my loved one mine. 
Must my rebellious self be held in rein 
By meaner mortals ? Must the joys of life" 
Be ever mingled with a copious swill 
Of gall to fret the pleasures of our loves. 
As tongues demoniac herald to their death 
The pledges that make sacred lovers' lives ? 
O wherefore may not each aspiring onie. 
Tread on that path which their ethereal 

thoughts 
Direct them to ? Shall my lorn spirit faint 
Because of Mammon's offspring? Shall I 

die. 
Because I love, but may not love or call 
The dust I cherish— Wife ? 
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She ! whose bright eyes. 
When waking from this wonted broken rest. 
Shed light which grows upon us stealthily^ 
As Summer's dawn doth grpw forth from a 

night 
Which steals its paly splendour from a lustrous. 

day. 
Thou ravisher of Souls ! if heaven possess 
Such lamps as give thy beauteous body light. 
Then must earth's brightest day be but an ink- 
black night. 
. Why art thou cast away, my love ? Why 

shunned ? 
Because thou barterest that which minions 
Haughtier give for lust. Who buys thy smiles 
Exchangeth dross for dross : thy kisses are 
As syrup to his soul, his gall to thine. 
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The blood that seethes and foams thro' every 

vein 
Distilling lust-love in his heart, to thee 
Are icy breathings freezing up the streams 
That gush from springs of sympathetic love. 
And yet the magic of thy voice and laugh 
Are to my soul the melodies of Hope. 
Thy choice realities seem as a dream. 
Thy body's sweets are opiates to the flames 
That issue from the fires in Passion's fane. 
Life is a phantom when I live by thee. 
And dark Eternity a thrilling doubt ! 
For I have sate myself and watched thee, 

love. 
As thou hast lain asleep ; when all the sins 
That brand thee as an Outcast were in hell. 
Flown thither to receive new fires. 
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Then Sleep 
Lay placidly upon thy parian brow. 
And th6u wert— Beautiful ! 

Thy body was 
As purest marble through which sapphire 

streams 
Flowed gently onward from their fragile source. 
The golden bowl, wherein lie hid the floods 
Of Lo^re, till rising near the coral tips 
Of both thine ivory founts, blushed, and re- 
turned* 
Thy shoulders were as fleecy clouds in Spring, 
Whereon thy golden hair hung lustrously. 
As if the burnished beams of Sun broke 

through 
To throw a radiancy and warmth around. 
And on thy lips — those lips for kissing made — 
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Hung blushingly the dew of love ; which I 
Did steal to give a sapor to my soul. 
And wake to ecstasy impassioned song. 
The vermeil glow of a declining day. 
Which halloweth an Orient summer's eve, 
Overshadowed by the dusky streaks of night. 
Surpassed not the roseate tint of thy fair 

cheeks. 
Made lovelier by the black silk beams that 

fringed 
The trembling guardians of my soul's delights. 
Then did the visionary joys of life 
Fill my surcharged brain with magic light. 
Till Love's fair chalice o'erflowed at the sight. 
Words ! wingless ministers, could ye but fly 
And tell Her of the fevers that make sere 
The yet unblossomed passions of my youth. 
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Then as the stolen harmonies which swell 

In mystic breathings from unfathomed 

Thought, 
Would both our Spirits blend themselves in 

prayer 
For each, and incense-like steal into heaven 
Upon the odorous airs of our souls' love. 
To be enshrined for all eternity. 

When first I gave in rapture to my soul 
Draughts from the beauty of thy star-lit iace. 
It was beneath the gem-decked purple vault 
That domes an August eve in Albion's isle. 
Then was I in the vernal time of life ; 
The votive wreaths which, hung around my 

heart 
Were coronals of white violet leaves : 
Scarce knew I wherefore of the fluttering fear 
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That would these shackles rend and leave me 

free 
To be a votary of' Love and* Thee. 

A few years rolled ; then seemed I to forget 
That form which left its hallowed trace upon 
The crystal tablets in Memoria's bower ; 
But oft in dreams Mind passing visions 

wrought, 
And glorious apparitions filled my brain : 
Night oft beheld my body spiritless 
As my Soul wandered with its Seraph guide. 
She was a Being, to consort with whom 
Made Death seem beautiful and Life look, pale, 
Hope livid in the presence of its Joy, 
And Love in its amenity and grace, 
A Light, an Angel, and a heaven-blown flower, 
A Dream that makes Eternity an hour. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



JMBROSIA AMORIS. ii 

A winged Thought which expatiates in bliss. 
The impassioned pleasure of a distilled kiss ! 
A Grief! — a Passion words fail to describe. 
Till God, made jealous of its trancing skill. 
Teaches the hosts of Paradise the song 
That holds in fealty the soul of man ; 
Whose holy name when muttered, shall from 

rock 
To rock on bounding echo leap and sing. 
Till earth's expansive canopy is rent. 

When slumbering on ocean's perturbed 

breast 
I dreamt of thee, the parting kiss thou gav*st 
Had scarcely withered on my lips, I thought 
The soul forsook its temple and had flown 
Into the caverns of unfathomed time 
To search for my divinity, and then. 
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In the resplendent glory of a spright. 
Rejoiced at having found its loved delight. 
Returned ; and in the naked majesty 
Of birth stood smiling at my wonderment. 
Then yearning to embrace the phantom of my 

soul. 
Which burning fancy had so finely wrought, 
I stretched my hand to seize the aerial form ; 
When lo ! as a young fawn impulsive flees 
The lispings of a falling leaf, it fled. 
Then in my spirit's lassitude I wept. 
And in mine agonized despondency I cried. 
Why hast thou forsaken me, my soul ! 
And wherefore am I reft of love, my life 
Its chiefest and divinest element ? 
And as in my dejection I thus prayed, 
A voice in holy incensed breathings came^ 
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As in the mellifluous strdns of harps 

That stole their silver harmonies from heaven^ 

Whispering in honeyed accents words of 

peace 
To soothe the billows of my direst grief. 
Then with the vision of my mind, I saw 
A hand from out a tumid cloud, wherein 
A withered orange-flower was, was reached • 
Towards me : the blossom fell as it overhung 
The sacred tabernacle of my love. 
E'en still extended seemed the open hand : 
The symbol's drift alas ! responseless fell 
Upon the threshold of my throbbing heart ; 
Then drooped the hand and growing pallid, 

shrank 
As if 'twould have concealed itself behind 
Its hazy arras. Then, not knowing why. 
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I seized the pallid parting hand in mine 
Till darted through my veins a molten fire ; 
And in the phantom of my brain meseemed 
That from the orange-flower a myrtle sprung. 
Then seemed the halcyon air to sigh in rich 
And dulcet strains of murmuring melody. 
As if the echoes of a seraph's song 
Came floating on the breathings of a lute. 
The airy gauze from whence that hand had 

sprung, 
Glided away ; when lo ! thine hallowed form 
In all the pristine gracefulness of love, 
Stbod smiling with its amorous eyes on me ; 
And to my tingling lips didst thou place 

thine. 
That I might sip the dews which hung 

thereon ; 
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But ere thy sweets I drew, the dream-spell 

broke. 
And I awakened. 

Here 'neath Italy's 
Expanse of softest blue my spirit pines. 
And breathes its mourning into plaintive song. 
Ah ! thou incarnate being of my thoughts ! 
Thou Sun of my existence ! thou Delight I 
How shall I sing to thee my heart's desire, 
Or paint the glowing fervour of my love ? 
If I Apollo's cithara possessed. 
Or Philomela's tongueless strains of song ; 
Or could I steal from Sappho's trembling 

breast 
The fires that were incensors to her muse ; 
Then would I make the opening buds of Spring 
Exhale thy praise in perfumed harmony. 
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And Autuma's leaves in sweet decadence lisp 
A death-chant to thy name, or the hushed airs 
Of slumbering night, would waken into praise 
Of liquid melody for thee ; or lorn. 
In hymn sublime would breathe my withering 

heart. 
But wherefore seek I eloquence in myth ? 
The hallowed choirs of heaven thy trumpeters 
Shall be. 

When on this earth thou first drew'st 

breath 
And did suspire the airs that fill this orb of 

ours. 
When thou wast fondled on a mother's breast 
In rapturous delight ; where 'bode the sin 
That destined was to queen thine other faults ? 
For they that would a rule of life dispense 
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Give unto it a fallen majesty. 
Did angels bear it on their wings from hell 
To usher it with regal pomp on earth ? 
Nay ; let those cynic souls who crown it thus 
Bark their applause till heaven weeps for them \ 
'Tis true I ever kept aloof from those 
Who tilt at sin with shafts of barbed crime. 
And singe the mane of God with brands from 

hell. 
Yet shudder at the death hurled on themselves : 
Perchance for this I cannot think with them. 
Beware ye tiiflers ! for hell's flames do lick 

and lap 
Your own polluted souls. 

• ' Are we not all 

As plants i alike begot ? and are not ^1 
Recipients of the breath of God ? *Tis love 
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Begets us, and by love and hope we live ; 
Yet nurtured in more soothing airs we grow 
Unlike, till Nature fits us for herself. 
To yield the full-blown blossom unto Him, 
From Whom in equal birth we emanate. 
Life hath its kindly and unkindly beds, 
From whence fair flowers and weeds spring 

forth, till Time 
With Death-edged sickles reaps his fruits. 
How ruthlessly he garneth all ! But I 
Would speak with men as man, not vauntingly. 
And use my metaphor : some weeds do we 
Not cherish as the choicest garden flowers ? 
They grow beneath our smiles to loveliness ; 
And do they not become as beautiful 
Unto our.vision^s sensibility. 
As an exotic from some distant clime. 
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So that the frost which gives strength to their 

kin. 
Would kill them in a breath ? *Tis thus with 

man; 
Some breathe more kindly airs tho' born alike. 
And some by nature are more sensitive ; 
The rougher heart may be the richer gem : 
But all by training fitted are to fate. 
Thou who at fallen ones wouldst cast a stone. 
First cleanse thy soul of sin, then hurl one. 
When our soul's fondest, brightest hopes 

shall fade 
Into eternal night, and seek their rest 
In death, our loves shall know no limits then ; 
Heaven's massy vaults shall echo with our 

songs, 
Thrilling the lighter airs melodiously, 

C 2, 
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Till all the angels' harps wake Harmony. 
Then shall our passion spring from holy fire 
Fanned by the breath of God to purity ; 
And thou my soul's delight shall live for love. 
And love wax istill more beautiful for thee. 

Where are thy fountains of impassioned joy. 
That my parched heart may take a draught 

therefrom ? 
Do they still live in thee, and keep thy plea- 
sures green. 
As when desire would fleck thine ivory throat 
With the bright purple blushings of its love. 
Till the pupils of thine eyes did sparkle 
And dilate as the winking stars in heaven ; 
Or, as a frighted courser would thy blood 
Prance and foam in the stables of thine heart. 
Till with a snort it burst its bonds 
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And bounded furiously thro' every vein 

To ravish Love of its delirious joy ? 

If they still flow, let me but lap therein ! 

And I in streams of fire will make response 

Until infatuation ovwflows 

With ecstasy the bowl of thy desires. 

I wist this earth wanteth no greater joy. 
To make the pleasures of its life a heaven. 
Than constant fellowship with those we love. 
'Tis well we are not fashioned to it by fate ; 
For such realities would ravage dreams. 
And make phantasmal sweets of mean delight. 
Our spiritual love a joyless thing. 
Our memory's revellings but a blank, 
Hope zenithless, and Death of cUreful sting. 
Doth not the memory of those we love 
Suffuse its spirit o'er our earthly ways ? 
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The reminiscences of joy or pain 
O'ercloud their fellows in anticipation ? 
If that ye love and have not what ye love. 
Will ye not pine for a remembrancer ? 
The lover, o'er the shadow of his mistress' 

face. 
Will chasten Thought to waken Memory ; 
The mother o'er the golden lock of her fair 

babe. 
That hair of finer web than silkworm's thread. 
Will moisten memory in her love-lorn breast ; 
The son — ^the orphan, seeketh he in vain 
For her who gave him life, if that her breast 
Have ceased to throb. Where now live her 

fond hopes. 
Her troubles, her anxieties for thee, 
Her aspirations unto heavenly things. 
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Since earth entombeth her mortality. 
Eternity in travail with her soul ? 
What vaults re-echo that sweet voice that bade 
Her firstling and her best-belovM seek a joy 
That endeth not when Time hath ceased to 

run? 
Where now abide those choicest picturings 
That made thy double lives a perfect one ? 

Upon the dark bourne of Eternity 
The spectre of my love stood clothed in robes 
Of silvery shadows, as the paly mist 
Of pallid green that wraps the Winter's moon. 
Her eyes gazed wistfully beyond that stream 
Which flows in awful silence through the land 
Of wingless dreams and unformed phantasies ; 
Where souls that were, and are to be, do sigh 
For incarnation. Death here hath no name : 
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But frenzied vision^ doubled by despair^ 

Conjures myriad terrors to the soul. 

Of promised pleasures that build hope on 

hope. 
Of pains anticipated rived by Doubt. 
As a caged leopard ranges to and fro ; 
Here wandered she who was mine earthly 

love. 
Till I should bear her company. But oh ! 
I cannot will me as my heart would have. 
For I am thrall of Time, and must await 
On him till Death cast all his shackles off. 

And the wild eyes of other loves did lure 
My thoughts unto the flame^tinged marge of 

hell. 
Robed in the crimson of voluptuousness. 
Grim Lust in sullen silence, overcome 
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With her own fires, stood tiptoe on the strand. 
Whereon doth surge and foam a sea of blood. 
From whence with peering eyes she strove to 

scan 
The cloud-girt hunting plains of God^s first 

heaven. 
As shakes the aspen in a storm ; so shook 
My terror-stricken frame as I beheld 
Her, who usurped the empire of my soul, 
Bemurrained even to eternal death ; 
And at her feet the spume of vassals' sighs 
Gathered and turned to worms ; as lost regrets 
Bewailed in putrid tears their direful fate. 
Anon, amid the shrieks of demons' strife 
The hissing of a sad sob caught mine ear : 
O God ! *twas that same voice that men on earth 
Were wont to liken unto angels' lutes 
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Whose cadences beguile the soul to tears. 
My brain grew dizzy ; and as lightning rends 
And rives the gnaded oak, so shattered were 
My fondest hopes for her. 

I stole the lyre 
Of Memory, the magic lyre, whereon 
If one but breathe, the loves that long are past 
Shall murmur in sweet harmonies their tales 
Of sorrow or of joy, as those sad harps 
That sigh in concord with the breath of 

night. 
I listened as it sang to me of her 
Who gave me life, till Melancholy lent 
A charm to my sad solitude. Away, 
Beyond those misty realms, where vision leaps 
The chasm of reality and blends 
Itself in wonder and amaze, does she 
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Wreathe crowns of amaranth for those she 
loved 

On earth. Lulled by such sad sweet whis- 
perings 

I paused^ and burned to hear the melodies 

Of ancient loves ; lo ! as I wished it sang 

Of one though wronged in life her heart for- 
gave; 

And as a meteor burns more brightly ere it 
fade. 

The love of Pia waxed divinely bright. 

As she forgiving sighed her love to heaven. 
Of Elo'ise, and Hero, Leila and 
Lucrece it sang, till wild with its own 
Passioned strains it swept the universal past. 
As whirlwinds sweep the fleecy clouds along. 
Its magic influence, in streams of joy. 
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Swamped my desires, as in ethereal waves 

Of musical delight, the burning lust 

Of passion's song flowed from the lyre and 

gave 
A pleasure to my soul, for angels came 
And tuned the lyre afresh ; then sang it of 
The loves earth calls unholy ; for in grief 
I dreaded me the devils might mar all 
My happiness, and perjure those fair souls 
That scorn delusion's laws, and hesitate 
To plight and barter all that God hatli given 
For gain. 

Now as I write of my soul's dream ; 
Intoxication flings the shackles of 
Convention at my feet, and bids me range 
And revel reason's thoughts with aerial wing. 
Ye sniggering sneerers ! bait me as ye will. 
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ril advocate the choicest attribute 

Of God, e'en till the dark-brown pall of earth 

Is heaped upon me by some thoughtless 

wights. 
Who maul and finger pateless skulls as dirt ; 
Though they may once have held the brains of 

men 
Whose very words made empires quail and 

shake. 
The angels shall make mock of your vain minds 
By singing as I would, could I but sing 
With such a fiery tongue, and scourge ye. 
Minstrel critics, with a scorpion's sting. 
Ye tell us how — we think ; whereas 'tis j^w. 
Some shallow-brained deluder, that would feint 
The world's opinion, when 'tis but your own. 
Out on ye I babbling balladmongers ; out 
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On all such water-blooded knaves ! for death 
Is their helPs lych-gate and our loves their 
shame. 
Delusion's trammels fallen at my feet ; 
I listened for the thrilling mysticisms 
Of unpolluted love, that gathered high 
As surf of boiling rapture seethes; then spend- 
ing 
Itself into air it bursted forth as flame 
Hymning the praise of Rahab ; how that God 
Chose her to be deliverer of his race ! 
And that she led the van of those whose loves 
Dazzle the angels, as they mingle tears 
Of Time with smiles of Immortality, 
Fretting the ambient airs of heaven with such 
Delicious odours, that the spirits faint. 
And dream in Paradise of sinless earth. 
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But mark you ! I have found in life's sweet 

way. 
Some surpliced earthlings who in arrogance 
Proclaim unto their race, that shame and faith 
In Jericho's fair harlot pictured Love and 

Christ ; 
Yet all her fellows saturate in hell : 
But their own vomit shall their judges be ; 
Each bitter word lent an approver's tongue. 
Shall their black souls harangue to dismal 

death. 
In the bright dissolution of a tear 
Were mirrored many splendours to eclipse 
Those scarlet Phantoms that delighted me : - 
The brain with its own imagery burned 
With strange bewilderment ; till as that bird 
Which wakes from its own ashes to new life. 
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My soul upon the pinions of a thought 
Rose to thode airy elements^ where dreams 
In majesty assume the robe of Truth. 
There, I delighted me with such rare sights 
As mortal vision durst not look upon ; 
Souls in sublime infatuation loved — 
And kissed, till Love's acutest joys were one. 
And each swift-winged desire a mutual wish; — 
Then in the slumbering silence of a breath 
They blent, as breathing winds in sighings 

kiss. 
Till in a fragrant suspiration they are one. 
O ! for their liquid laughter to entice 
Some such fair spirits to this planet orb 
To teach us their love's alchymic delights ! 
Hept-hecatombs on altars of grieved Love 
Would we make sacrifice, and yield the bauble 



y Google 



AMBROSIA AMORIS. 3J 

Of Earth's deleterious joys to the abyss 
Of dark annihilation. Burst my heart ! 
It cannot be : such treasures live in dreams. 
And are but incantations of the mind. 
Or the weird sorceries of the brain. 

Enthroned upon the ashes of Desire 
I raised the sceptre of enraptured thought ; 
And with an inane pomp did beckon her. 
The basilisk of my delirious hope. 
To make obeisance at my lustful throne. 
God ! was she not beautiful, divine ! 
That protoplast of all mine ireful dreams. 
Vying in portance with Jehovah's Self;* 



* Annihilate me, ye divinities ! 
If I a crambling atomy so swerve 
From His, our great Jehovah's, high command j 
As breathe a blasphemy on His fair name. 



y Google 



34 AMBROSIA AMORIS. 

And yet a woman of an earthly mould, 

Of lither skin and sleek in symmetry, 

With flesh warmed by the breath of life's 

effulgent glow ; 
Her eyes of sleepy languor, as if bathed 
In the black well of night ; and luscious lips 
Where melted the faint dewy airs of love. 
Extasia I Queen of this impassioned life ! 
Lend me thy lips. Love's vassal ! Hear ! 
The luxuries of my impassioned soul 
Yearn to be drunk with thy nectareous 

draughts. 
I'd lend my soul to some perditious sin 
If I could make amalgamation sure. 

Or majesty. Do we not vie with Him in all. 
Save his eternal glory ? are we. not 
The express image of his person's Self? 
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Alas ! my mate-heart, I have reared myself 
A lamian palace of false phantasies. 
And must remain content therewith, till Death 
Blast all and yields my spirit's dome to 

worms ; 
For thou'rt to me a spright, a fond delu- 
sion, 
A tranced vacuity, and eteme hope. 
Vanquished I sink, for I have spent myself 
In the encounter of nefarious love. 

The chariot of my soul emblazoned 
With Mystery's invisible device. 
Drawn by Idea's coursers came to earth. 
And halted at the portals of a fane 
Where Christ the Nazarene is worshipped. 
This Jesus, first fruit of a virgin's womb, 
Pure oflTspring of a never-dying love, 
D 2 
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Drank of Life's dregs, was buried, then He 

—so 
The Bible saith — ^awoke to endless life, 
Ascending to the highest heaven, where o'er 
The empyrean throng of the redeemed 
Of God, he reigns in lambent pomp for aye. 
Love ! love ! suave unguent of the human 

mind ; 
Religion's spouse ! have ye not lived as one 
Deliciously together, and with each 
Several sect played wanton in thy core. 
Twined thy mysterious beauteousness round all 
With the voluptuousness of parching lust. 
And with the honey of thy speech entranced 
Thy votaries, till deeds of blackest dye 
Spat from abomination's maw did thee 
Pollute ? Wast thou not Ashtoreth a queen. 
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Though menstruous, pure as refined gold ? 
Hast thou not ever been a virgin-love 
Deflowered in the sunshine of thy youth ? 
Ye twain, have ye not drunk the cup of 

joy. 

And blent your luxuries with life and death ? 
Where are those visions that delighted thee ! 
Hath Christ the celibate* forbade us them. 
And stilled the murmurings of amorous 

tongues ? 
Sweetly symphonious, as those limpid strains 
From skylarks* throats that fill the morning 

air. 
Was my religious muse ; she sighing sang 
Of all those regionary gods that loved ; 

* Praised be the Saviour's name ! I but indite 
The billowy surgings of tempestuous love. 
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And how when years have heaped themselves 

on years. 
Our children's generated sect will tell 
That our Jehovah loved an earthly maid. 
And with overshadowed joys him pleasure 

gave. 
Conceiving in delectable delight, — 
In love — this Mary brought a man-child 

forth : 
Thus Vishnu wrapped himself within the 

tissue of 
Devaki's love to make a mock of man 
In wayward incarnation, and redeem 
The luckless of his land ; so Elohim 
An angel's form assumed and gave us Christ, 
Another spectre that shall pass away 
As other gods that were millennium lifed. 
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But Love, the mellow songster of the heart. 
Kept tune with Time and blent its harmony 
With God; yea swept through changing 

years unscathed. 
Trailed with the empyreal Seraphim of heaven ; 
For now, as then, it lives in pristine pomp. 

In the fatuity of one fair thought 
I breathed the nauseous fumes of early death. 
Which changed Love's fragrant sighs to foetid 

airs; 
And as I lay amid foul fleshless bones. 
And skulls that sweated with the damp of 

earth, 
Meseemed Jehennam yawned, and from its 

depths 
Eblis arose in mystic majesty. 
Wearing upon his brow the crown of lust 
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And damned despair ; as flames his pallid face 

Enlit with blushes of a deeper dye 

Than the dark crimson of a murderous 

thought. 
Aloft in either hand he held the orb 
And flaming sceptre of imperial power, 
The same which he in pride usurped in 

Heaven, 
Till hurtled to the soundless depths of Hell ; 
From whence with adverse will he combats God, 
Around him his lascivious councillors 
Stood with glaring eyes of servile awe 
Croaking amens to his expressed desires. 
When lo ! amid great thunderings and shouts, 
I saw the dark partition that divides 
These two great lands^ pass as a mist away. 
Till all the pomp of Heaven was manifest. 
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Upon a throne more dazzling than the sun. 
Or all the splendour of celestial fires. 
Whereon not tvtn angel eyes durst look, 
Jehovah sate, overshadowed by the .wings 
Of the arch-seraphim who hymn his praise in 

song. 
In Hope's most wildest ecstasy, I saw 
That in the middle air of Al Araf, a soul 
Between two angel- witnesses did wait 
In hope-suspended fear and silent awe. 
For judgment from the mouth of God. 
Lo ! Satan, trembling for a boon of love, 
Imperiously stood forth to challenge Him 
Whom formerly he combated in Heaven, 
Holding his lightning lance on high, shrieked 

forth, 
" Elohim, hearken ! Azazil makes speech." 
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Then from the abyss of Hell's great empire 

rose 
The clamorous echoes of malignant praise ; 
As over Satan's still idivinelike face 
There stole the blush of questionable power ; 
Undaunted he, with head augustly raised 
Fixed his fire-eyes upon the veiled front 
Of Him whose glory all the Cherubs shroud ; 
And haughtily addressed him thus — "Give 

ear ! 
" Empyreally Imperial, Thou ! I speak, 
" I Azazil, once first of the angelic host, 
" And like Thee uncreated, speak to thee. 
" That soul, the oflfspring of delusive love 
" Is mine, and shall complete my empire over 

man. 
" I, great as Thou, shall combat Thee for it. 
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'^ Which once possessed shall make my Hell a 

Heaven, 
'* Yea, let thine archangelic band array 
" Themselves for war, led by the Lord of 

Hosts; 
" Proclaim with resurrection-trump and shouts, 
" That Azazil ; once consort of thy might, 
" Once well-beloved, now conqueror of man, 
" Disputes thine empire o*er the soul of Love !" 
Then from beneath the throne of God, there 

flashed 
Forked fires, and lightnings ; and dense smoke 
Rolled with thundering rumble towards that 

Soul, 
For which a desolating feud now rent the 

heavens. 
As Michael, champion and arch-warrior. 
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Made answer to the potent Lord of Hell : 
" Eblis ! Usurper ! hold thy peace ! lest He, — 
''Jehovah — with the splendour of his face 
" Smite thee and all thy battling clan with 

death." 
But Azazil imperiously him answered thus, 
*'Thou fire-created thing! my majesty shall 

dim 
" The bloodless glory of Elohim's face." 
High on the clifF of Hell that overhangs 
The land of Paradise, fair in the front 
Of the Almighty's throne. Great Satan stood : 
And gazed, unawed, with undilating eye 
Upon the myriad wings that hide the grace 
Of Him,— our King and awe-inspiring God. 
Then were the perfumed airs of heaven be- 
calmed. 
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The saindy martyrs* choruses were hushed. 
And pages of the book of Life and Death, 
Whereon were written names of earth-despised 

loves. 
Fell at the feet of Azrael, the scribe. 
And the archangel of our future fate. 
Then all the angels bellowed like young bulls ; 
The wings of Cherubim and Seraphim 
Clapped thunder from responsive fear. 
Till all the tribes of heaven were sore dismayed. 
Still Azazil beheld ; nor winced nor quailed — 
When in a sweeping hurricane, the wings 
That veiled Jehovah's glory flew apart, 
Exposing the sublimity of God. 
Down fell the angels low before the throne 
Singing dread Alleluias to their Chief. 
But none durst look from terrifying fear ; 
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Yet Eblis, nothing awed, with curving lip 
And flaunting crest, beheld as if 
In proud consorted power the sun-like eyes 
Of Him whose mightiness he would overwhelm. 
Anon 'mid flames, as from Vesuvio's mouth. 
Flared the swift judgment of yon doubting 

soul. 
In hallowed equity and justice pure. 
Breathed from the Soul of God in words like 

these; 
" Ye hosts of Heaven and Hell, know ! I Am 

Love." 
Then Israfil chief trumpeter proclaimed 
Throughout the length and breadth of earth 

and sea. 
Of suns and moons and planetary orbs, 
" The Majesty and might of life is Love.'' 
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As yonder soul assumed the robe of light. 
Near to the feet of Him whose attributes 
In sweetest concentration live for love^ 
Still in amazement Azazil beheld 
Unquivering ; nor bemoaned his dire defeat : 
But madding desperation's flames within. 
Spread o'er his lovely brow the hectic flush 
Of foiled desire ; then with exalted head 
He seven times whirled his firebrand staiF on 

high, 
Lighting with scarlet flashings earth and 

heaven ; 
When lo! in his desponding thoughts' calm 

pause. 
He headlong plunged into the depths of Hell, 
Murmuring the keynote of his shame,— 

Undone ! 
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Now were the joys of Pandemonium stayed, 
The orgic dance in throes spasmodic ceased. 
And the fiend-choir that sing their lord's great 

might, 
Wailed ; as the chanticleer that stands before 
Azazil's throne whooped huskily — Undone ! 
O ! how my panic-stricken frame expent 
Its shivering fear in drops of bloody sweat ; 
As in the terror of my soul I breathed 
This prayer to Him whose inspiration's ours. 
'* Jehovah, Father, Spirit of my life, 
'^Before the throne of thine all-bounteous 

love 
" In humble suppliance I bow myself, 
" I fall — yea Lord, in my prostration lie 
'' And mingle earthly pride in kindred dust. 
" I, mortal born of immortality, 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



AMBROSIA AMORIS. 49 

"Request of Thee the boon of heavenly 

bllss^ 
" To make all hallowed Time's divinest joy, 
" And full the ecstasy of amorous souls ; 
" Whet with insatiable fire the tongues 
" That hymn in passioned praise Thy laud, 
" And make Thy might magnificent in song ! 
" Awaiting for Thy glory, I abide 
" The long desire of Love's bright holiness. 
" O hear me ! Hear me I beseech thee God ! 
" Exhausted in the throes of mine own hopes, 
*' I seek from Thee, Great Power, the draught 

of Life, 
" Wherewith I may be cleansed of prostituted 

love. 
" Jehovah, Thou that art I Am, O be 
" Existent in the secret yearnings of my soul ! 

£ 
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^^ That in my supplication I succumb 
" To thine o'erawing Presence blent in me ; 
" Grant, O all-seeing Guardian of my ways, 
** The fulness of my prayer's aspiring hopes ; 
" For I am Love's, and am of Love's desire !" 



THUS ENDETH THE LOVES EARTH CALLS 
UNHOLY. 
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A SONG OF LIFE. 

I. 
Sad, sick, and weary at heart, 

I wandered at morn, by that stream. 
Where I and my love first wooed. 

Then life glided by as a dream : 
And I heard the song of the lark. 

The song of the thrush and the linnet ; 
Whose melodies tunc every woe 

That transient lifetime hath in it. 

ir. 
The lark piped sweetly of love, 

The thrush of life's pleasure and pain, 

E 2 
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The linnet chirrupt a note 

That touched on a loftier strain ; 
But my heart was so whelmed with grief, 

I scarce caught the sound of the song ; 
Till each bird with speech stolen from heaven. 

Towards heaven bore my spirit along. 
So sweet was the song of the lark. 

The song of the thrush and the linnet. 
Their melodies tuned every woe 

.That transient lifetime had in it. 



III. 

The amorous lark sang of love. 
Of love thjt is hallowed in death ; 

Of joys that are born on earth 

From the sighs of a seraph's breath ; 
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Of a plighted troth and a vow, 

A hope that is sealed with a kiss ; 
Of a doubt, a smile, and a tear ; 

Of eternity's endless bliss. 
O ! sweet was the song of the lark. 

Sweet the songs of thrush and of linnet ; 
Their melodies tuned every woe 

That transient lifetime had in it. 



IV. 

The thrush cried ; " Pleasure and Pain 
Are the streams that swamp our life's flood ; 

Man hath partaken the draught 

That gangrenes the heart's purest blood : 

A pleasure purloined from heaven, 
A pain from the dark depths of hell ; 
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Each strive as the devils have striven 

Till Death over each casts his spell." 
No — ^sad was the song of the thrush. 
Sweet the song of lark and of linnet ; 
^ How their melodies tuned joy and woe. 
And all things that lifetime had in it ! 



The linnet sang softly and sweet, 

A song that once seemed to be mine. 
The keynote struck upon Life ; 

Beginning and ending in Time. 
Its harmonies swept like a tempest. 

It waned with expiring breath ; 
*Twas a song that dazzled life's hours 

Borne on the black wings of death. 
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I caught the sound as it flooded 

With rapture the morning air. 
Till the note had melted in ether. 

Wafting sadness everywhere. 
Alas ! on my heart it fell tuneless; 

It shattered the hope our lives lend. 
And left me still yearning to learn 

That sweetest of harmonies — Friend. 
O ! I have learned the sweet and sad song ; 

Heaven teach me the song of the linnet ! 
Its harmony lightens our woe. 

And all things that lifetime hath in it. 
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AN APOTHEMICAL PROLOGUE. 

The soft shadows of life oft linger when the 
grave hath closed over its possessor, and fiJl 
posterity with a desire of emulation ; till the 
precepts taught become passwords of truth 
and emblems of faith, founded on the rock of 
Religion and washed by the waves of Tradi- 
tion. 

The acorn is sown for pleasure ; the oak is 
used for desire's accomplishment. 

I have watched the sluggard, and have seen 
him languish in neglect ; marked the emulative 
man, and have gloried in his prosperity. 
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As flowers are the words of the wise; 
weeds the precepts of the foolish. 

Truth is the shield of justice. Innocence 
the breastplate of chastity. 

Desire is the burnisher of lust ; and deceit 
the metal thereof. 

Love is the well of all good. 

Angels are the ministers of heaven and 
heralders of love. 

Kisses to the lips of mortals^ are as nectar 
to the palate of the gods. 

Hope is a sunbeam emanating from the 
glory of God, 

Life is the individuality of our Spiritual 
Immortality. 

The complements of Individuality or Life, 
are Hopes and Regrets. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



LACRYMjE AMORIS. 59 

Hopes are the plastic phantoms of the 
soul : Regrets, the moulded realities of the 
Body. 

Doubt and Faith are the twin-children of 
Hope. 

Where there is Faith there also abideth 
Doubt. 

Doubt conceiveth in herself and bringeth 
forth Vice ; but Faith begetteth Virtue. 

Who can tell where is the bourne of Virtue, 
or threshold of Vice ? For they have builded 
themselves temples upon the same foundations, 
and their high towers are Intention, Belief, and 
Judgment. The symbol of their standard is 
Custom. Hypocrisy is the road to Vice ; an 
upright heart to Virtue : in their paths alone 
differ they. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



6o LACRYMM AMORIS. 

Whosoever judgeth between them, dictate 
not ; but follow in the ways of Virtue that his 
example may be a guide to those who stray. 
And to him that discerneth not between them, 
I say. Hearken to thy souPs suggestions! then 
doest thou all that is required of thee and 
therein art Virtuous. 

Time is the mirage of Eternity. 

Sin is the dross of nature refined in the 
furnace of Death. 

Death is a barbed arrow poisoned by the 
pleasures of Life. 

Life is as carbon; Eternal life the jewel 
thereof. 

The toils of sin are the web of Satan, formed 
with beauteous cunning to entrap the unwary 
that they may be yielded to desolation. 
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The Devil hath wings ; and the snake hath 
hidden feet. 

Hell is a den of scorpions fed with the 
stings of asps. Heaven a vale of violets, re- 
freshed by the tears of repentance. 

The tears of contrition are the thawings of 
frozen Sin. 

Joy is the wcanings of Hope ; Ecstasy the 
milk thereof. 

Hope is the shadow of God reflected on 
Love. 

Love is of two things ; fire and air. 

As the sigh of a zephyr is the love of a 
friend ; but the love of a mother as a whirlwind. 

Thrice white heat is the love of a woman 
for man fed by the coals of distrust 

As a molten stone is man's heart, and his 
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speech as a stream that is parched, when his 
eyes lust after their mate. 

The words of a lover are as opals whose 
beauty lives in their fire. 

The heart of man is a doubt. 

Ye men beware of false women ! their 
tongues are forked as a serpent's. . 

Sweeter than hydromel draughts are their 
wily soft sayings. 

The kisses on their lips are to passion as 
spurs on the heels of a rider. 

Their house is a hydra, the chief comer- 
stone desolation. 

As sheep in the shearer's hands, are they 
who enter its portal. 

Love turneth his back when he seeth her 
flaunting her graces. 
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And shattered lies Hope as the base of the 
fount where she drinketh. 

They cool their pangs of remorse in the 
shame of their victims. 

In their van are winged pleasures, regret 
and dejection behind them. 

Their eyes are as magnets ; they draw the 
simple unto them. 

I have watched them in mirth and found 
that deceit was their pleasure. 

Their mouths are as scorpions* nests, their 
kisses the stings thereof. 

Shame is the mirror of conscience ; Faith the 
buckler of Hope. 

Charity is a star ; as a fire-trailed star its 
fruits. 

Slander, Deceit, and Oppression are the 
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portals of Hell, hinged on Lying and 
Fraud. 

Flattery lighteth the eyes of the devil ; and 
Revenge to his tongue giveth speech. 

Burst from the chains of Thought, and 
drifting towards the whirlpool of despondency ; 
a wearied spirit seeks a rest. 

Love requited is a pleasure ; disappointed 
love a pain. 

Mingling with my fellows upon earth, I 
try to dispel the recollections that make life 
bitter. 

For I have loved in holiness, but have be- 
moaned its fate in despair. Still, yea ever, 
will I cherish the lorn nightingale, and with 
songs of sorrow for my mate fill the midnight 
air. 
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Ye busy and enlightened ones of earth if ye 
would discourse with me in silence. Hush! 
and I will mingle my soul's sorrows with your 
joys : for Memory is an unquenchable fire that 
spreads and will not extinguish. Pause ! and I 
will relate — 

Till years of memory have bound me; 

Till sorrow's flood hath gathered round me. 

And filled my saddened heart with many a fain; 

Till on remembrance's cold bier 

I shed my soufs last burning tear 

That held me to the fast as with a chain. 

Then shall I sing the glorious song 

That flows in floods of melody 

From angel throats y and saintly throng 
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Through heaverfs expansive canopy ; 
And in the golden "panoply of lights 
The gift of the Redeeming Oney 
Be welcomed by the seraph tribe y bedight 
In all the splendours of the sun. 

Whine ye wild harmonies your mournful 

strains ! 
Fill every air with desolation's songs ! 
Wake passion's laughter with your dismal sighs ! 
And shake with maniac ecstasy the soul ! 
Blood-tears slake not Love's fiery thirst, 
Nor sighs exhaust its sympathetic springs : — ^ 
Fresh ardour flows with curbless sweeping 

course. 
To bear my thoughts to her whose love was 

mine; 
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But oft o'ercome with slander's striving 

tongues. 
To dark despondency I yield my soul ; 
And with the damned donation, hurl at thee. 
Thou psalter-monger authoress of my woe. 
Anathemas so dire, were they but heard 
E'en as light whispers in the depths of hell. 
Would make the archfiends shudder and cry 

Peace ! 
Munch, munch the horny substance of thy 

hands 
Till talons them replace, wherewith to rend 
For envy those pure souls that weep the lost. 
Abortion of a deleterious sin ! 
Thy name in hot Jehcnnam shall proclaim, 
Amid the shrieks of fire-tormented souls, 
A slanderer's fate — a disappointed Day. 

F 2, 
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While angel voices welcome Love and me 

To be partakers of eternity. 

My drooping souPs unuttered prayer, 

Adored ! 
Vouchsafe to answer speedily. O Lord, 
Whet my sad soul with thy divine revenge ! 
Judex cceli ! oro Te^ 
Salve me ! et audi me. 

Where the soft breath of Zephyrs ever sighs 
In mellow harmony Lovers pure delight y 
As nature's voice on odorous air replies 
With silent pleasure to its hallowed might. 

Where skylarks waking with the golden 
morn^ 
Sing sweetly to their God of joys in lift ; 
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And Philomel floods night with songs forlorny 
That tune in sadness with our earthly strife. 

Where trtllised vineSy and leafy orange 
groves y ' 
Wreathe bowers that keep with holy jealousy 
The vows that mingle our tempestuous loveSy 
With raptured joys in sweetest secresy. 

There fervid passions filled my buoyant breast y 
And overwhelmed my surging hopes with peace ; 
There Love life's hours with airy smiles 

caresfdy 
And gave my doubts an unrestrained release. 

O Italy ! beneath thy turquoise sky. 
Where perfumed suspirations calmly breathe 
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Through tender souls the loves we durst not 

speak, 
Lx)ve first enslaved me with its trancing wiles. 
And filled my fancy with its soothing power, 
Till dying from its self-forsaken gift. 
It left my life a wreck upon the strand of 

Time ; 
But to resume anon in new-made life 
The virgin spectre of a stainless thing. 

In ordered circumstance, and truthful grace. 
Will I recount the story of a love 
That fate ordained to waste in slander's fires. 
And faint exhausted from embittered hate. 
It fell upon a night in early spring 
That angel whisperings mingled with delights 
Antiphonal, our hearts and soft desires. 
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And blent the hopes of twain in one fair trust ; 

Till our mortality did wane before 

The splendour of our heart's infatuate light. 

And swamped in its terrestrial joys 

Imagmings ethereal finely wrought. 

Enrobed in garments of confiding faith. 

Our loves, of heavenly birth, made Time a 

throne. 
Whereon to wield with an ephemeral pomp 
The sceptre of this earth's sublimest might. 
But as the shadow of a long past grief 
In solemn silence glides thro' memory's mists. 
So dimly, doth this beauty of my brain 
. Pass onward with Time's clouds to make me 

sad. 
Ah Memory ! thou'rt a gall that maketh love 
A potion bitter in the gill of woe. 
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And shows us, erring man, there's that above 
We on this sinful earth can never know. 
O would that tell-tale fancy^s aerial wings 
Were burthened with weight of our cold hearts ! 
Then resurrectionless the past would be ; 
And all our fair and fondly plighted troths 
Make food for worming tongues made sleek 

with hate. 
Ye sleepless conscience-fiends, scourge in their 

lives 
Those idiots, who beneath the garb of love 
Have wrought for us a momentary shame ! 
Yea, bait them with the terrors of their deeds. 
Till haftless wounding death them yields to 

hell. 
To feed the glutton flames that tongue 
With ravenous despair their parched souls ! 
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Words ne^er can tell the rapture of the 

hearty 
Nor pen portray the ardour of the soul ; 
Expressions warmed with weak and fitful fires. 
Lisp, but with dying breath, the direful pangs 
Of slighted pride and unrequited love. 
Yet I will write till ecstasy be dumb. 
And picturings of vivid sorrows fade 
In dark oblivion's shades of wakeless thought. 
Mayhap that sorrow's boiling wrath and shame. 
My disappointment, and delirious doubt. 
Will paint in varied hues our earthly pledge. 

We were two children of that Northern Isle, 
Where, when the first fierce flash of passion 

dies. 
Inconstancy oft rusts the gilded vow ; 
And the false jewel of their lives is — gold. 
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Borne with the tide of wonder-seeking men 
We pitched our pilgrim staves"^ in mighty 

Rome. 
There lingered we unknown to each, for each, 
By Fortune's magnet pointed to our fate ; 
As we obeisance made before the shrine 
Of Destiny, awaiting its decrees. 
When first the lustre of her hazel eyes 
To glowing flashings warmed Love's sweetest 

fires, 
'Twas *mid the thoughtless pleasures of a 

dance: 
The rays of some fantastic halo woke 
To thrilling pleasure our divinest ire : 
As mirth encouched in many trancing words 
Lent mutual comfort to our throbbing hearts. 

* A piantare il bordone da noL — Goldoni. 
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Hail, ye exquisite symphonies of souls ! 
Your joys ethereal waft in lulling strains 
Through Love's life-stream, sad in decaying 

years ! 
Ye leaves of Autumn as ye fluttering fall. 
Teach those light airy wavelets that ye make 
My woe, the waif of an exhaustless pain. 

Life is a waif upon Time ; 

The shade of some hidden power ^ 

Fleet as the dream of an hour^ 
Waxing to wane ere its prime. 

Cast in the mould of a breathy 
A spoil for the spoiler's hands : 
Its flesh-shackles sink in the sands. 

Quick by the ocean of death. 
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Life is a tryst for the soul, 

A spectre of heavenly birth ^ 

Pledge of the land where Death's mirth 
Fades in eternity's roll. 

Life and its love liveth here^ 

Full-flooded with passion and doubt ^ 
As hope waits to usher it out. 

Mingled with fervour and fear. 

Rich with the treasure of lovcy 
It blooms with the flower of youth. 
O ! choice is a kiss from its mouthy 

Drunk with a measure thereof 

Sweet is the joy on its lips, 

A hallowed elixir to pain ; 

Whose rapturous soul-murmured strain. 
Sorrow shall never eclipse. 
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Angels have wept for that flame 
Which dazzles the beauty of day ; 
As Love in its splendid array 

Time maketh sick for its shame. 

Our God he hath given us life, 

And sweets of a hope and hereafter ^ 
And years fraught with love and with 
laughter^ 

Easing its hurthensome strife. 

When Time shall languish from a poisonous 

hate^ 
And Death chase Doubt and wean delusive 

years ; 
Then shall the fevers that make waste my 

life. 
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Be cooled in purling streams that flow 
In silence round the throne of God. 



Sad memory mirrors thee when first we 

met. 
And pale reflections rend my heart in twain : 
Thy virgin form was robed in purest white ; 
And round the ivory pillar of thy soul 
A string of Oriental pearls was twined ; 
Upon the snowy field of thy fair front. 
Between the silent fountains of thy love. 
Lay, heaving on the billows of thy breath. 
The sacred emblem of our mutual faith. 
Our future trust and our eternal hope. 
Meseemed when first I bowed to ask a 

grace. 
Thy tender looks beguiled my burning fears. 
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And sympathy beamed from those luscious 

orbs 
That flooded all my soul with magic light. 
An hour partaker of the sublimate of life. 
Made castaway my every sense on thee ; 
Till hope that made delicious our farewell, 
Entoiled us in its web ; as hurrying on 
We stood upon the precipice of Fate. 
Then each still tremulous with throbbing 

hearts, 
Expent the wishful pleasance of our lives ; 
While love with secret nurture fed our souls. 
To make complete the holy sacrifice 
On altars reared with lamian artifice. 
The votive spoils of visionary hours 
Flooded on each with eager flowing stream ; 
As swiftly borne along we looked our loves. 
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And folded hands as we would twine our 

hearts. 
Bound in the toils of such enticing ways. 
We gathered trust, till with full hopes we 

learned 
The mellow song that fills soul's Paradise 
With its sweet melody, by angels caught 
Fresh from the mouth of Elohim and Love. 
There was a night when thro* the expansive 

vault 
Of heaven's deep sapphire, the imperial nioon. 
Wan from the faded shadows of her lord. 
Lent silent splendour to the mightiest wreck 
Of proud expiring Rome, — ^still great in 

deatht 
Within its arched walls we twain, awe- 
struck 
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When shall the silent pestilence of Doubt 
Me plague no more with its deceitful wiles ? 
When shall the sighs that live on my despair 
Swell into songs of laughing melody ? 
O that some heavenly art by seraphs taught 
Could shed its influence o'er all my paths. 
That I might learn to chase my reckless self to 

peace ! 
But He who holds the orb of my desire 
Directs my footsteps that they may not 

slip. 
And makes my alien self his high watch- 
tower. 

*Mid changing scenes and separation meet 
Our mutual trusts took heavenly flight to- 
gether ; 
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As pleasure's airy wings made fleet 

The ephemeral days of Love's soft sumiy 
weather. 

We hastened towards the bourne of earthly bliss 
With secret sympathy and silent ire ; 

Where with the lightning of lips pressed — a 
kiss — 
We forced to flames our spiritual fire. 

Hours fled like moments, days like slumbering 
hours. 
Night often waxed with shades of dawning 
day; 
As we — my love and I — culled fancy's flowers. 
And looked to each the words we durst not 
say. 



y Google 



LACRYMJB AMORIS, 87 

Shall I again e'er in those hazel eyes 

See the bright flashings of thine ardent soul. 

Or drink the draught that made earth paradise ; 
Till drunk with kisses Time begins to roll ? 

Imperial Mistress ! when the fervid gleam 
Of early passion wanes in fading years. 

What cunning art can dam the fluent stream 
That dims those eyes that strangers are to 
tears ? 

I know not if thy stoic heart respond 

To all the forms that make thine aspect cold ; 

Or if thy silence seal the eternal bond 

That each to each thro' life must ever hold. 

Deluding ways and worldly joys beguile 
The momentary shame that holds us twain ; 
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But time will come when thine entrancing 
smile 
Shall lull the storms of life's tempestuous 
main. 

Soon 'mid the dazzling haunts of men, 

I hope to take a solitary stand. 
With God overhead to guide my tongue and 
pen. 
And thou my life-star throned on my right 
hand. 

But when I last required of thee a prayer. 
While yet some self-request had scarce been 
prayed. 
Thy speechless attitude and dread despair 
Filled my ^ God bless you !' as I fled dis- 
mayed. 
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How can those hands that penned divinelike 
lies 
Palm in their suppliance requests of Him, 
Whose hallowed justice fills the ambient 
skies. 
And trancing glories make heaven's splen- 
dours dim. 

Mayhap the flooding sorrows of thy soul • 
To God and sacred Truth shall bear thee 
near; 

As I await at yon celestial goal 

The oflfering of repentant sin — a tear. 

Could I in Lethe's sullen flowing stream 
Plunge this my soul surcharged with sor- 
rows; 
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My shackless self expunged of grief would 
dream 
Of joys removed, that taste of endless 
morrows. 

Or now, when dying expectations make 
My life a burthen heavy to be borne. 

If heaven would breathe the dews that slake 
The parching thirst that keeps my hopes 
forlorn. 

Then should my palpitating fears take flight 
Upon the breeze of Hope's inspiring peace ; 

Till faith secure on empyrean height 

Would waft through bitter life a rapt release. 

Or could I steal from some nepenthean spring 
A draught to lull my fancy into sleep ; 
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What oiFerings would my grateful spirit bring 
To Him whose dread decrees are darkly deep. 

Foremost amongst the phalanx of the damned 
Shall dismal Day's whole coterie appear ; 

And Eblis their hell-perfect souls will brand 
With mighty majesty and pallid fear. 

From Hell high-lifted shall their piteous cries 
Assail the Almighty's ears in His abode ! ^ ' 

Till all the angelic host of Paradise 

Proclaim the mystic justice of their God. 

Whoop ! shall the chanticleer of HelPs depths 
cry. 

Wailing in agonizing throes my spirit's spite. 
While deep perdition's harmonies reply 

In chorded echoes its profoundest might. 
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The crimson blood of those that wrought my 
woe 
Shall rivers make through all the land of hell. 
Till thence red clouds arising wrap each foe 
That first from heaven's fair heights de- 
sponding fell* 

My visionary bride ! my hope's own queen ! 
^ What mirrored fancy can repress my love ? 
Words lisp to murmur earthly joys unseen. 
And tell the raptures that peace cometh of. 

But dream-like splendour's transitory light 
Sheds but faint lustre o'er thine holiest 
charms ; 

Whose radiancy makes dazzled star-lit night, 
As fires ethereal all thy beauty warms. 
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Majestic mistress of a harassed life ! 

Could speech give fervour to my burning 
thoughts, 
Meseems I would indite thee my love's wife. 

And seek forgiveness for my many faults. 

No greater gift can humble man bestow. 
Than ask a stranger to partake and share 

The transient joys, and passing griefs that glow 
With pallid shades or love divinely fair. 

When like the vision of a moment fled. 

Had flown the trust of our confiding souls ; 

Profaner arts made of our hearts that bled 
A stream that flows till death its race controls* 

Still at the goal of some expiring sweet. 

Fair truth shall bind our forlorn loves to- 
gether ; 
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As billowy Time and endless years remeet. 
To lull our troubled fears with peaceful 
weather. 

Then — then the doubtings of our earthly 
dream. 

Celestial splendours shall for aye remove ; 
For Great Jehovah's influence will teem 

With all the magic brilliancy of love. 

holy hope ! O fear that lives on fearful 

hopes! 
Burn till eternity waste twain with light. 
As Death, eclipsing Life and Time, elopes 
In faltering flashes to an endless night. 

1 asked thee love, in solemn secresy 

To be the queen of this voluptuous heart. 
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But seething tongues made poisoned slander 
start 
To taint the beauty of our sympathy. 

O wingless words that calm the surging soul. 
Bring momentary comfort to my heart ; 

Lest I be wrecked upon that boundless shoal. 
Made quick with Souls from Love's be- 
guiling art. 

The year 'mid many fitful pleasures grew ; 
Till all the earth with scattered gold appeared 
Radiant in simimer's many mantled shades. 
Then dwelt we twain together for a spell 
Of airy hours, and with bright smiles we each 
Wreathed bowers divine wherein to shade our 

hopes. 
As when the heart o'erflowed with direful grief 
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Melts not its sorrows to a tear, but breathes 
The desolation of its pain in sighs ; 
So did our souls, with boiling rapture full. 
Fail to give utterance to their swelling joys ; 
But mirrored in our eyes the fires within. 
And made us look the ardour of our loves. 

I seek not Memory ; but its pleasures flood 
Upon me as I sadly trace this tale. 
And revel self in shadows of the past. 

Within those walls, where now Vice holds 
his sway, 
I snatched from Time a few delightful hours. 
And throned myself high on that pinnacle 
That brings man nearest to the feet of God. 
And as I lived 'mid these mine earthly stars. 
Life seemed a vision pf ethereal sweets, 
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Too luscious not to sour when blent with sin. 
There, I remember me how I would rest 
My wearied head upon the heaving breasts 
Of those lost loves, to be caressed and soothed. 
To hear the tongue make slip some soft 

desire ; 
Or feel their hearts in quick vibration tell. 
In echoing throbs, of some impulsive thought ; 
Or watch the brilliant shade of innocence 
Cast its deep tinted lustre o'er their cheeks. 
When falteringly they lisped with timorous 

breath 
The faithfulness of some sincerity. 
Encouched supinely thus, have I beheld 
The myriad brilliancies of heaven, twinkle 
Thro* the grey curtains, slowly drawn o'er day. 
To jewel with their liquid light the robe 

H 
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Of purple that enshrouded earth. 

Hold, memory ! hold ! on such a trancing 

• night. 
When the low breathings of their virgin souls 
Thrilled mine with many a magical delight. 
Whose most intensest picturings me filled. 
To swamp the feverish ecstasies of thought, 
I cast from me the godlessness of lust. 
And sank subdued before the shrine of Love, 
Whose beauty never fades, but lives anew 
In holy splendour near the throne of God. 
Still flushed with their ethereal whisperings ; 
We parted to partake that rest of hours. 
Which silently instils a heaven-born strength 
To buoy the flagging spirits of this orb : 
And as regretfully each said — Good night ! — 
That hopeful foretaste of the last farewell. 
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Our eager souls shall murmur to the flesh ; 
That swift unbidden wish, in whose desire 
There lives not doubt, but much of sorrowing 

joy.— 
We fain would make our sleepless hearts 

accord 
To the last harmony that troubles night, 
I halted for the palming of soft hands ; 
Yet on we lingered, till upon the wings 
Of trackless Time we laid a dreamy hour. 

Twining with love-lithe fingers 
Love knots and ringlets in hair ; 

Filling the moment that lingers 
For love, with a balmy air. 

Sucking sweet joys from her lips. 
Breathing a passionate love ; 
H 2 
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Till drunk with the pleasure that sips 
The draughts Love's pleasure is of. 

Murmuring softly delights 

That flood on the. tongues of earth ; 
Telling of measureless nights 

That bear our swift loves to a birth ; 

Rapture of spirits intense. 

Lust flashing forth from her eyes ; 
Passion o'ercoming each sense. 

Till Hope delirious dies. 

Twining with amorous fingers 
Love-knots and ringlets in hair. 

Chasing the bright hour that lingers 
For love, with an hour more fair. 
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Mocking the measures of Time 

With fears scarce hidden in laughter ; 

Doubting if love be a crime 

Unknown in the doubtful hereafter. 

Twine thine hair, soft as virgin silk. 

Bound with a ribbon of red. 
Round thy neck, white as blue- white milk ; 

A vision of love long dead ! 

Let us dream of a trancing hour. 
Of a lust of a passionless heat. 

Of a beauty whose mighty power 
Makes luscious the sweetest sweet. 

Twine, twine with lust-sweating fingers 
Love-knots and ringlets in hair. 
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For lust — ^the love of earth — lingers. 
Oppressing the midnight air ! 

Could I steal from time gone by, 
I would halt at the door of death. 

To see but a flash of that eye. 

Or taste in a kiss her sweet breath ; 

As she twined with lithe-loving fingers 
Those love-knots and ringlets in hair ; 

And taught the Soul's sighing singers 
To chant Love's expiring air. 

What witchcraft hath for ever parted us ? 
What tongue spat forth the deed of shame ? 
I ween I well can guess the petty spite 
That forced an entrance on our love-wreathed 
bower. 
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For in a dream I saw from Satan's loins, 
'Mid white-hot sulphurous flames, the vicious 

mite 
Issue with shrieks to an abortive birth. 
Oh, I could picture with a well traced pen 
That dark-draped little viperous female form. 
Whose lungs are perforated with the shafts of 

prayer ; 
And Biblia's texts glib on her hirsute lips ! 
But lest the portrait might with fear thrill her 
To whom in fealty I've given my soul, 
I hold my barb, withholding my desire. 

Onward and upward to make perfect love. 
My visionary bride and I did haste ; 
Till near the goal of earthly pleasures all 
The splendours of fulfilling hopes made Life's 
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Fair joys grow dizzy with expectant bliss. 
But who is he that can with mental bound 
Securely overleap the shadowy stream 
That scarcely separates the Future-land ? 
Or who with penetrating eye can pierce 
The misty pall that shrouds that dismal hour,^j 
Whose final moments yields us to our fate ? 
Must I unbidden bitterly rehearse 
The spoliation of a glory vain ; — 
The heartfelt disappointment that overtook 
Us twain as we made rapid journey on. 
To faint beneath the acme of our hopes ? 
Yea sooth, my woes might make earth's 

corners weep 
Since flaunting Christites hallowed them. 

There is a path, a road, a way, whereon 
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Some myriad saunterers hold forth for hours. 
To show the venal world their sickly might; 
For it behoves those mongers to proclaim. 
By crested chariot and high stepping steeds. 
The hollow worth of gold and crown, which 

man 
Would heed not but that custom gives it grace. 
And cynical mendacity a fame. 
There, 'mid a crowd of dress-conceited things, 
I strolled downcast from swiftly shattered love. 
The thrall of mine own soul's desponding 

thoughts. 
When lo ! I heard a damsel's voice give hail. 
And ask me if I would partake with them 
A joy voluptuous in its pursuit. 
I did consent ; and as we rumbled on 
We talked of life, and love, and ways sincere. 
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Attachments that had made us dear to each ; 
And now, she who conceived in double joys 
The visionary splendour of my dreams 
Made whisper fervently some chaste delight. 
That made my panting hopes in ecstasy 
Seek some fair speech to utter my desire. 
Thus all began, beginning but to end 
More sadly than if we ne'er tasted hope. 

Years fail, and breathings cease to urge the 
heart 
To ply the wonted flowings of life's stream ; 
The wherefore none can tell ; so cannot I 
Proclaim the mystic reasons that my love 
Made treasure to her soul to cast me off. 

The tremulous vitality of faith 
Weans not our amorous natures of despair : 
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For though I trust in her mine angel-star. 
Yet doubt, cast on the strand that shelves to 

rest. 
Makes pallid fears fill my love's foolishness. 
Till all mine earth's desires sleep in that vale 
Where the black stream of Doubt withholds 

its flow. 

'Tis a valley that is darksome 

With an ever-flowing tide. 
With a flood that swamps our sorrows ; 
As we drift to endless morrows. 

All the griefs our souls deride. 
Mingling all the joys of love 
With the sweets that joyful prove. 

There the parting spirits hover. 
Wrapt in hope and dreamy doubt ; 
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As by Death they're borne over 
With the care of loved and lover, 

'Mid a great angelic^ shout ; 
Till the din of song-like* laughter 
Melteth in the long hereafter. 

Such a never-ending pleasure 

O that heaven. would give to me ! 
Then my aerial soul upwinging 
To its God would hasten ;• bringing 

All the sweets of niemory 
To make passion-joyed my loves, 
'Neath the shades of heavenly groves. 

Love lured me with its magic torch to her. 
Whose gentle influences teem with peace. 
To teach my wasted fancy its delights ; 
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And as a mighty river swept by urging 

stream 
Flows fiercely towards a precipice whereon, 
'Mid thunders ever roaring shrill, it breaks ; 
While far below the boiling foam alone 
Disturbs the peace of the exhausted flood ; 
So now my surging thoughts alone can tell 
The former passions that made wreck my 

life. 
Yet hallowed Truth still sheds a phantom 

light. 
And by its pale reflection future years 
Assume the majesty of ancient peace. 
As when the chasened fox seeks in the earth 
A hole wherein to hide itself from hounds 
And hunters eager for its brush as spoil. 
The pioneer with axe and spade makes food 
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Awhile for their excitement, but delay 
Overcomes their fury, and the loud blown 

horn 
Tells of another chance swift in pursuit ; 
E'en thus hath she who would make spoil my 

love 
Pursued for gain and gold some happier 

suit. 

How with fanaticism's burning zeal 
I culled the tenderest feelings of my life, 
To teach her that a world- wed heart may 

love 
With passion purer than an angel's kiss. 
And mingle spirits as the seraphs do ! 
Have I not clasped the Beauty to my 

breast. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



LACRYMjE AMORIS. Ill 

Made chaste the hateful daemon of Desire, 

Hung on thy lips till our divinities 

Gave each a part wherewith to revel Thought ? 

And yet withal thou makest slight of me. 

O for a life's elixir, and a draught 

Of that inspiring potion that makes sweet 

The wormwood of an unrequited love ! 



For a song, or a sigh, 
A tear or a laugh. 
For a flash of that eye 
That taught me to quaff 
From the amorous bowls 
Of our earthly loves 
The thrilling delights 
That sicken the soul. 
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For the slumbering nights 
In the asphodel groves. 

II. 

For that dark flowing hair 
That fell like the beams 
Of a mid-day sun 
When its splendour gleams ; 
For those translucent shades 
That drooped o'er thine eyes. 
And the kiss that made bright 
Our hope^s paradise. 
For that love-hallowed face 
As we melted in air. 
The raptures of grace 
That bound us to each 
For our life-loving years ; 
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Till over the breach 
Of our sorrows and tears 
We passed with our souls. 
After Time's glad release, 
To that haven of bliss 
Where all things are peace. 

III. 
For those snowy-white arms 
That have often pressed 
Me with wild passion's charms 
To thy dove-like breast ; 
For those vermeil lips. 
From whence I have sipped 
The dews of that passion 
That silently dipped 
Thine impetuous soul 
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In the ocean of pain. 

Till Love flickered to burn 

More fiercely again. 

IV. 

For those eyes that dilated 
With awakening hope. 
As our hearts wildly waited 
Till Doubt should elope ; 
For those tremulous rays 
That dim-dazzled the lights, 
That made full thy soul's ways 
With shadowless nights ; 
For those sleek lissome limbs 
So divinely formed. 
Of a lily-whitfe hue. 
By heaven's fires warmed ; 
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For those hazel-dyed orbs 
That dimmeth the light 
Of the silvery stars, 
•Whose beauty absorbs 
The soft black of night. 

V, 

For those magical dreams 
That steal on my soul. 
As Time passes by 
With a murmurless roll ; 
For a kiss to make sweet 
The bitters of shame. 
That poison Life's bowl 
With a deadly name. 
For the wings of white doves 
To enwreathe a fair bower 
I a 
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Wherein to make peace 
With my Love for an hour ; 
For the past pleasant days 
That taught faith to entwine 
The passionate hopes 
That were yours and mine ; 
For the moments that wane 
With the slumbering sun, 
When Thou and I, — tw^in. 
Shall for ever be one. 

Ah ! wherefore for Life's season have we been 
Reft of the ways that made our lives sublime ? 
What dsemon forged the shaft of hellish hate. 
That pierced the heart that beat with love for 

me ? 
The last time I held dreamy speech with her. 
She with divinelike desperation sealed 
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Her constancy with kisses and with prayer ; 
And as her head upon my bosom lay. 
She vowed to God and me eternal love ; 
And hoped that when the clouds of sorrowing 

years 
Had sailed through nine full moons, she would 

partake 
In storm or calm the flight of Time and Hope, 
Moons waxed and waned, and sorrows fell to 

blur 
The lustrous beauty of mine earthly joys. 
Sick, heart-sick, I pursued her shadow-form 
Across a straitened sea, until we met. 
O God ! the sweat of shame drops from my 

brow 
As I in agony recall the many miseries I felt : 
Upon her track Fate madly bore me on. 
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Till in the chamber wherein last she weaned 
Her sickened soul of earth's dissolving woes, 
I shook the dust of travel from niy feet. 
Absorbing Fate, thoy conqueror of souls ! 
Thou deep sublimity of future hopes ! 
Could I, instilled with thine inspiring power. 
Cast over Life the sleep of doubtful years ! 
rd conjure Satan from the depths of Hell 
To judge by sin the Christites of this earth. 
And teach his time-unconscious fiends to spew 
Into their mouths the crime that makes them 

his. 
Alas ! man faints in such dire aspirations 
Till all his hopes from dread exhaustion 

seek 
A momentary respite in deep sleep. 
O wherefore did we meet ! why ever met 
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We in this valley with a hope to rest 
Our mutual cares upon each other's loves ! 

The missives of Love's rapt desires, she sent 
With bitter-biting words, by stranger hands. 
Thus — ^thus with double-dealing darts, we bade 
adieu. 

She bound them round with a ribbon of red. 

Of dye as deep as blood; 
Those relics of love y of a fond true love 
That springs from the heart , when pure passions 
move 

Our words to a surging flood. 

My heart welUnigh failed me with shame and 
doubt ; 
For I believed her true. 
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But the crimson glitters y and the scarlet fades, 
Changing anon into various shades 
Of a dark delusive hue. 

No more shall my tongue steal its amorous fires 

From wells of living flame ; 
For my spirit seared by thy blushless gaze, 
Shall wane in the shade of declining days. 

Till 'Death hath taught love her name. 

Fair city marged with undulating hills ! 
Thou'rt dear to me ; for in thy tranquil rest 
I mirror sad reflection of an ancient peace. 
'Twas in thy midst that my soul's last appeal 
Fell echoless upon her stoic heart ; 
As in the desperation of her grief 
She fiercely stamped her uttered wrath at me. 
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We never spoke again : but with a silent love 
I kept a sacred watch o'er her, the Queen 
Of my desponding heart and hopes. 
I watched her when the- night was wet and 

dark, 
When Semele, wrapt in the cowl of her de- 
spair. 
Sought shelter far behind the sweeping clouds. 
The rustling leaves whispered their evening 

prayer 
In murmurous response to my desire. 
As I, like one full of a deep-dyed guilt. 
Crouched in the shadow of a lamp, that burned 
Behind a window iron-barred, whose rays. 
Like thieves burst from their cells, shed silent 

light 
Upon the wall against the which I leant myself 
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To guard the moment when my love would 

come 
Forth from yon prison portaled house. The 

sound 
Of merry voices fell upon mine ear 

Like discords mingled with demoniac shrieks. 

« 

She comes ! — she comes ! the bolts are drawn ; 

then forth 
Perfidia came, her arm like serpent twined 
In some unholy suit. I followed her 
And passed her proudly, haughtily, as she 
Turned on the way that led to her abode. 
She knew me as I silently strolled by : 
Then did that voice of late so garrulous 
Fade into unpremeditated peace. 
^' Yea, God ! she loves me still," mine inmost 

soul 
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With lightning rapture seemed to say; "No 

words. 
No slanderous speech can sever us ; 
We breathe the airs of a confiding love/' 
She then in speech subdued bade her good- 
night ! 
Nor waited, as is wont, the mutual wish. 
I paused ; and in my sad suspense blent sighs 
With a repining petulance in air, 
As thro' the oriel, curtainless, I saw 
Her passing to and fro, deep-bathed in tears ; 
Nor had her grief expent itself, when she 
Half bowed to her who gave her breath — 
Good-night. 
Thus she, whose earthly self weaned of 
false ways 
Seemed to instil my love with every good, 
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Made wreck the mighty atomies that bound 

my soul 
To the bright phantom of mine ireful dreams. 
Awhile I lingered at this goal of woe. 
And drank the acid draught of slighted pride ; 
Till drunk with the damned ecstasy of Hate, 
I lapped the barbed tongue of my revenge 
In the swift stream of never-failing Time. 
'Twill come ! — then shall my spleen intoxicate 
Flash light-like on demoniac wings to death ; 
And my mortality shall taste the dregs 
That my essential soul was poisoned with. 
Could I with epigraphic grace, proclaim 
The thrilling pleasures of enamoured hope 
That live in this ambitious frame for her ; 
Earth might make mock celestial joys. 
And sinful ululations swell to song. 
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Wherefore hath heaven so linked my life to 

hers. 
That all my thoughts, lent a fantastic wing. 
Bear me to her, my spiritual queen. 
Until weird faith exhausted sinks in doubt. 
And my ethereal yearnings shred, expend 
Their passional sublimity in wrath ? 
As when by fierce contending winds the sea. 
Raging and storming with imbridled ire. 
Lashes itself in fury into foam ; 
So I, by inmost surgings scourged myself. 
Till faint with my conflicting thoughts, 

I breathed 
My billowy ravings into lighter airs. 
But still my love with fierce emotion bears 
My memory back to those entrancing days. 
When the rapt melody of awakening souls 
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Blended in fullest harmony our lives. 
And the ephemeral splendour of our dreams 
Flushed our new-mated hopes with ecstasy ; 
So that with fervour scarce else than divine. 
We learned the keynote of celestial joys 
That lay unuttered on each other's lips. 
When last we met her silence freezed my 

blood : 
To my desire she lent nor speech nor sign. 
But bore towards me a fiend-like mien. 
Yet I will hope her secret soul gave heed. 
For as I parting said, "God bless you, 

love !" 
Meseemed she whispered in the ear of God, 
With suppliant eyes an echoing prayer. 
Then, in a breath suspended, both our souls 
Murmured in holy peace their sad — Amen. 
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DEDICATION. 

If I have " loved not wisely but too well," 
Forgive the sin that wrapt my hopes in thee. 
And spoil not life of love's eternity. 

Since I am bound with its most magic spell. 

The murmurings of souls that faintly tell 
In lifeless words of sad despondency, 
I yearn to whisper ; till we twain be free 

Of those dread shackles that around us fell. 

Go, ye sad strains, and wake again to love 
That heart which mingled joys in mine ! 

Go teach her those sweet songs that waft above 
Their fragrant airs from breaths divine ! 

Go ! picture long past joys in silent sleep. 

Till in regret those tearless eyes shall weep. 

HERE WELL THE TEARS OF LOVE. 
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A MONTH and my day-dream is over. 
The sighs of a passionate breath ; 

For the kisses of loved one and lover 
Have swiftly borne Love to its death. 

Sweet simimer is coming for pleasure. 
Soft showers awakeneth May ; 

Life trips with an airy-timed measure 
And welcomes my hope's dawning day. 

Ah ! why have I sickened so long ? 
Why lived on the ashes of fears ? 
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For love is a wearisome song 

That fades in the shadow of years. 

God ! she seemed as a tender rose 

That budded and bloomed in an hour ; 

Whose petals fall withered when blows 
The fierce flying wind and cold shower. 

Sad memory^ keen as a dart^ 

Lies sheathed in mine amorous breast. 
And poisons the streams of my heart 

With the chill of a bitter behest. 

For now scorching Hate parches sorrow. 
Makes mock of my yesterday's Idve ; 

As Faith bids me bide the to-morrow. 
Ere I nestle a treacherous dove. 

K 
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Now the carpet of earth with bright daisies 
Groweth rich and soft for Love's tread : 

But I've found that life's Love in its ways is 
A sin that disturbeth the dead. 

How it gasps for the breath of power, 
And puffeth to darkness the flame 

That lives but a passionate hour. 
And then yields its beauty to shame. 

And to me it awakens a terror 
This season of mirth and of song ; 

As I wait on the mystical error 
That hath parted our lips so long. 

We parted — ^were torn from each other, — 
It seemed as a trance or a spell : 
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You loved me / thought y but your mother 
Taught your eyes to look me, farewell. 

Nine moons since then waxed and waned. 
Another shall wax and be full ; 

But then for the love you disdained 
My love shall be echoless, dull. 

Call thyself to remembrance the feeling 
That might have been ours had we wed ; 

And descant on the hours that are stealing 
Thy hopes ere thy life-time be red ! 

'Tis pleasant to dream on thy beauty. 
To paint thee in lust-loving hues ; 

Till thoughts of life's holier duty 

Hie my soul from adultery's purlieus. 
K 2 
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But no matter, all the past I've forgiven ; 

Perchance for us both it is well 
That you should crawl upwards to heaven. 

And I gallop downwards to hell. 
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^'Qui sine peccato est vestrum, primus in illam 
lapidem mittat !" 

When first I beheld thee, 'twas quaffing the 

bowl of the sin of thy youth ; 
And thy grief was drowned in thy laughing as 

poisoned love flowed from thy mouth. 
'Twas a draught of a lecherous measure, bitter 

wormwood mingled with gall ; 
A dream of delirious pleasure with, skeleton 

Lust 'neath the pall. 
With sweet love thine eyes played the wanton, 

making fierce blooded passion to foam ; 
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Then mine amorous heart chirpt a chant on 

a theme it had caught from thine own. 
On thy brow in majesty frowning sate an evil 

spirit from God ; 
And Death, by hell hallowed, was crowning 

the sin which the devil had shod. 
Thy tongue parched with sulphurous ashes, 

and fume of Sin's deadliest breath. 
Was sprent with the spray that Doubt dashes 

on Hope in the valley of death. 
Thy womb nourished asps in seclusion, thine 

eyelids drooped sadly with pain ; 
With thy labouring soul waxed delusion, and 

hell's flames encircled thy brain. 
Black madness thy life fain would sicken, to 

hasten thy body to earth. 
Till there slimy worms thee would quicken to 

live in degenerate birth. 
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Begotten of sulphur and spittle, designed with 

the trident of hell ; 
And of crimes thou hadst portion a little, as 

Satan o'er all cast his spell. 
Conceived in the furnace of passion was the 

sin that made thee so fair. 
Which was moulded to change with life's 

fashion, as thy lustrous and beaming hair. 
Trip lightly, fair sprite of a breath, to the tune 

of shame and distrust ! 
Thou beauty of birth and of death ! thou queen 

of the queenliest lust. 
Robe thy love in a raiment of light ! thy lithe- 
loving body with scarlet ! 
Dazzle day with the sheen of thy might ! and 

night with the playing of harlot I 
The demon of Hate wake to pleasure ! the 

angel of Love to despdr ! 
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And the devil that damns thee, a measure of 

kisses give him for his share ! 
To the fiend that o'er Styx row6 thy spirit, 

breathe life's most impassionate joy ; 
Till the pains that thy soul must inherit wane 

awhile in such pleasant employ ! 
Hell shook with demoniac laughter, for 'twas 

cheating God of a prize ; 
As Heaven wept o'er the hereafter thy sin and 

thy soul did despise. 
Yet I loved, but loved thee in sorrow, and 

shed for thee tears as of blood ; 
When I thought that a demon may borrow 

such a mask as thine for his hood. 
'Twas a mask of bJushings empyreal, bewitch- 
ing the shadows of night ; 
Tho' earthly, so purely ethereal, that Satan 

grew pale at the sight. 
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Then the dew on each flower lay like pearls ; 

the soft breath of evening was sweet ; 
And thy smile was as blithe as a girl's that ne'er 

felt the pangs of deceit. 
Thy laugh was as light as a Zephyr, thy voice 

mellow-toned as a flute's. 
And as sweet as the breath of an heifer was 

thine ; and thy sighs as a lute's. 
As a butterfly flits in the sunlight, and blends 

its short life in a beam ; 
So thou didst, my darling, for one night of 

joy, blast thy life for a dream. 
Are there sweets in Earth's adulation that 

repay for the joys we disdain ? 
Or a hope in the toils of damnation, that lendeth 

a pleasure to pain ? 
Do we sin for the sake of sinning, damn love 

for the sake of lust. 
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Bring the end before the beginning, and cor- 
ruption ere we are dust ? 
Of Spring-time and Summer make Winter, 

and blighted our life in its bloom ? 
Seek shadows where sun cannot enter, or 

beauty and love in the tomb ? 
Nay, nay, 'tis our fate, our ill-fortune ; we are 

bound in a vassalage here : 
Though our hearts a respite importune, life's 

cup to the dregs we must clear. 
All earth's choicest beauties must perish, even 

flowers scarce bloom ere they fade ; 
So hopes that our souls fondly cherish in the 

graves of illusion are laid. 
Since thy fount of shame is remaining, thy 

blushes as fresh as of old ; 
Wash out the pollution distaining thy soul, 

ere to Hell it be sold ! 
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Let it lave in that stream that is flowing in 

love from the mouth of God ; 
Ahd curb thy sweet sin while 'tis growing, by 

chastening it as with a rod. 
Place thy lips to the lips of Jesu ! where there 

never was lust hang love ! 
Drink, till drunk with his kiss ! it will ease 

you ; 'tis the sweet that Love's soul is of 
Purge thine heart of blight and corruption ! 

His breath if He breathe can make clean ; 
Or His blood Sin's foulest irruption of all its 

begrimed longings glean. 
Escape the dread fate of perdition ! it costs but 

a heart bleeding prayer ; 
For sweet are the tears of contrition to Him 

who all sinners would spare. 
Then thy spirit shall waft when forgiven to 

breathe the pure fragrance of love. 
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Which as odorous incense fills heaven to lull 

the bright angels above. 
Dealt he not his love without measure, this 

same Jesus the Nazarene ; 
When he found what a priceless treasure were 

the tears of a Magdalene ? 
When that hair of a golden topaz, and those 

eyes of a hazel hue. 
Are withered by time, love and hope has with 

thy beauty departed too ; 
Who then will disport on thy bosom, bind 

thy tresses in amorous knots. 
Call thy blushes a rose-bud's blossom, or thy 

kisses forget-me-nots ? 
Or when wan and languid by illness, thy dove- 
like breast panting for breath. 
And art pained by Night's gloomy stillness as 

thou'rt racked in the throes of death ; 
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Who will soothe thee then in thy suffering, 

with a prayer of life buoy thy soul. 
And join in the penitent offering that shall 

gush from thy golden bowl ? 
When thy heart shall be as a leaf, love, that 

is sere on an Autumn tree ; 
Who then will partake of thy grief, love, 

mingling tears with misery ? 
Then I, love, if God please, will gladden those 

years which atone for thy sin. 
And I, ,when thou sorrowest will sadden, and 

together we heaven shall win. 
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EXTASIA. 

'Tis Love that we live for ; 'tis Love 

That unites us as one ; 
'Tis Love that makes summer our lives 

Ere Love's life-time be gone. 
'Tis Love that brings peace to our doubts. 

Making hallowed our hopes ; 
'Tis Love that remurmurs those joys 

That are bound with sand ropes. 

Come, kiss me, my beauty, and live 

For a span with such peace ! 
Press closer thy lips to mine, love. 

Till out passions increase. 
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No, no ! it were much better, far — 
That our hearts should be dumb : 

Nay, *tis better we are as we are ; 
Kiss me, then, darling ! come. 

Our lives are so bound up in each. 

Like to that burning kiss ; 
That a separate moment would pale 

The soft beauty of bliss. 
You are fair as the lily, my love. 

Your eyes are hazel or grey ; 
They change with the shades of your soul. 

As night changes to day. 

Not angel, not dream, but a light 

In the fair form of woman ; 
A being begotten in sin. 

Earth-moulded and human. 
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With soft hair of a bright brown hue. 
And teeth like pearls and twinned ; 

A breath of an odorous sweet 
As the sweetest south-west wind. 

Choice gem of a life-time, not bought. 

But given to blend and to mould. 
Priceless to souls such as mine. 

More than rubies or gold. 
Touch my lips with that airy touch 

That only Love can give I 
Breathe the holiest breath of my soul. 

Till each for the other live ! 

Clasp hands, till the kissing of palms 

Fill our hearts with a fire. 
That flickers to flames with a flash. 

And fades with a flaming ire ! 
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Encincture my neck with thine arms ! 

Press my love to its death ! 
Blend loves with a swift-footed joy. 

Till pleasure quickeneth ! 

Lorn Philomel weeps not her rose 

With song sadder than mine ; 
When bereft of my soul's own queen 

I sing of sorrows divine. 
The magic of beauty is hers. 

For with years it grows fairer. 
Would that Time for life's span would 
withhold 

His withering touch and spare her ! 

Curse swiftly the arrow that flies 
In the noontide and night ; 

L 
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The arrow that never is stayed 

In its death-wingfed flight ! 
Curse hell with a sulphurous curse. 

For our love livens not there ! 
If hell must receive Lxjve's delights. 

Our Love's life is a snare. 

Curse heaven if hell be a cheat. 

Making lifetime a shame ; 
And leave unto God the dire feat 

Of finding for Love a new name. 
A name of a nature sublime. 

That hypocrite breaths cannot rust ; 
A name that shall live for Time's years 

Sweet as Love and not Lust. 

Was there ever a love like to thine 
On earth ? seldom I ween ; 
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Shall another bloom and be ripe 
As yours for me hath been ? 

Sure God if he be like us man. 
Would grow jealous of Time ; 

Would sicken, and learn to hate 
Sweet Love as a deadly crime. 

The Devil would strut with his imps. 

Favouring Virtue as Vice ; 
Would rattle in socketless skulls 

Mine own love's eyes for dice ; 
Would gamble with sin, and would cheat. 

For my beauty's dear heart ; 
Would scourge my impetuous soul 

With chill fear, and depart. 

By I-oye, she and I, are so bound, 
We in life may not sever ; 
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So if God for his love must have her 

He'll have me too or never. 
Come beauty, come truth, both combined ; 

In my love ye are joined ; 
Embrace me again my delight. 

Lest my peace be purloined ! 
We all in this world live for love. 

None knoweth the reason why ; 
Nor wot we well why we were born. 

Save to love and to die ; 

To bask in the sunshine of hope. 

In the vale of Time's peace ; 
To revel our heart's first delights 

Till life's metronome cease ; 
To sleep, and to work, and to pray. 

To work, to pray, and to weep ; 
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Till in the cold bosom of earth 

We blend work and prayer in sleep. 
Extasia ! thou star of my soul 

That jewels with magical light. 
The bright cloudless sky of Love's day 

And dim shadows of night. 
Hasten sweet ! No, stay ! just abide 

An amorous hour with me ; 
Time, time is better, O far. 

Than dark eternity. 

Time lives for us now, and is ours. 
The future is but as a dream ; 

Time is ; having fled, comes again. 
The other may never gleam. 

Unless that it be years gone by 
Are as days that shall come ; 
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And that time-ending years shall resume. 

The clamour of days long dumb. 
Thou queen of my love and my life ! 

Ah why faint from thy fears ? 
Why yield the dear choice of thy soul 

To the tempest of years ? 
The sorrows of hearts they are keen 

As the keenest edged sword ; 
But no pain is so bitter to love. 

As a love-slighting word. 

The word that makes pallid a blush. 
Till the blanched cheek is blue ; 

Or the kiss that poisons the breath 
Of a mortal like you. 

I loved you, will love you, and love 
Thy sharp love in its death ; 
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Yea, would waste the fierce fire of my life 

To rekindle Love's breath. 
But alas ! for the life-hours we live. 

When Time's monarch is nigh ! 
Eternity fails ! let us live. 

For to-morrow we die. 
Teach Virtue the hard ways of Vice, 

Mingle both ! make them fair 1 
Show man that the Devil and God 

Are a separateless pair. 

Extasia breathe languidly, cease 

To suspire from my soul 
The wrath of an infinite hope 

That is wrecked at Time's goal I 
Breathe softly ! God ! stay ! lest I faint ! 

For the pulse af my heart 
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Is Still ; and the anguish of fear 

And of doubt now depart. 
Think you love, that I love those fair lips 

That are nearest to kiss ? 
You wrong me ; the charge is unkind. 

For such love is not bliss ; 
Not to me, who can buy for a night. 

For a swift flowing spell. 
The kiss that throbs of a love 

That seduces to hell. 

" I love, and make love to the lips 

That are nearest to me !" 
The price of such sin is too low 

To hazard felicity. 
Blood purple, blood hot, is Love's blood ; 

Mine own beauty's is blue : 
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'Tis Lust that is molten with Kght, 

Fiercely swelling and true. 
It chirrups, and hisses, and foams 

Like the sea in a storm ; 
In its calmest hours it is salt, 

A stinging sweet and warm. 
It is luscious, bitter and sour. 

And it satiates desire ; 
It tempers the love-parched soul 

With a temperless fire. 

Let me slumber and sleep on thy breasts. 
Chase the night with swift hours ! 

Make ripe with the light of thine eyes^ 
The sweet love that is ours ! 

A bosom to nurture a love 
Born for thee and divine. 
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Where to nestle, pillow, and kiss, 

'Tis o'ercpme as with wine. 
Come cool and caress with thy tears 

The mad fevers of doubt ! 
Lefs satiate and chafe our dire loves. 

Till Life's lamplet be out ! 
Thy mouth's as a full-blowing rose ; 

Thy sweet breath the perfume. 
Whose fragrant delights in thy death 

Shall waft joy to the tomb. 

To live for and love thee in life 

With a passion sublime. 
Shall I teach the blood tongue of my soul 

In this chasm of Love's time. 
Then towards the bright haven of peace 

We will drift in death's lull. 
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O'er the swell and ripple of years. 

Till our soul's love be full. 
Come kiss me, Extasia ! 'tis thee 

And thy love I desire. 
Kiss softly sweetheart ! press thy lips. 

Lest my passion expire ! 
For all in this world live for love. 

None knoweth the reason why ; 
Nor wot we well why we were born. 

Save to love and to die. 
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SAMSON AND DELILAH. 

SAMSON. 

Daughter of Philistia ! .fairest maid ! 

Entice me not with honeyed speech ! 
But let me pillow on thy virgin paps 

In luscious peacefulness to-night. 
Vex me no more, my petulant mate-heart ! 

Short are the hours we give to love. 
Such pleasures wane as morning waxeth bright ; 

So kiss and slumber with locked lips ! 

DELILAH. 

Thus do we blend our loves but not our hearts ; 
Judge of Israel, my soul's lord. 
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Thy breath is odorous as the airs that sigh 

At eve through Sorek's orange groves ; 
Clasp me awhile yet closer to thy breast. 

Whisper the secret of thy strength, 
A kiss — another soothing kiss — my lord. 

That we may bloom together here ! 
Say softly wherein lies thy mightiness. 

Lest I be shattered by the word ! 
Let this our love lack not the sweets of 
trust. 

But trellis it with secrecy ! 
Nay, weary not to pillow on my breast : ^ 

Love warms the milk that flows for thee. 

SAMSON. 

Twine thy lithe ivory arms around my neck. 
And I will show thee all my power ! 
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Let me be bound by thee, my love, with cords, 
With seven green withs still moist with dew ; 

Then I shall be a wooer lacking strength, 
A lover feint from loving thee. 

DELILAH. 

Now do I know my lord delights in me. 

Since we twain mingle every joy : 
That I may see thee as another man. 

And overcome thee with desire. 
Rain on thee kisses of delirious love. 

Taunt fancy in the shades of bliss. 
Be bound by these my hands as with my love. 

That thou mayest feast on smiles an hour ! 

SAMSOK. 

Woofed in diy meshes all my thews are waste. 
My spirit mdts from weariness ; 
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See, thou hast vanquished me deliciously. 
Thy charm o'ercomes me, and I faint. 

DELILAH. 

The Philistines be on thee, Samson. Up ! 

Behold ! thou mock'st me with thy love. 
And lend'st thy tongue to that thy God 
• abhors ; 

With leasing ravishing my faith. 
Sickening with doubt my rapturous soul* 

Yet will I drink the cup of shame. 
Till drunk with mine dwn ecstasy, I die 

The thrall of my fatuity. 
Come kiss me ! lest I languish in my tears. 

And blossom not with thee, my joy. 
Delude me not by feigning amorous speech ; 

But cull in silence thy desires ; 
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That with the fervorous fancy of mine ire 
rU dream of some contagious love. 

SAMSON. 

My fond empyreal mistress, waste not grief! 

Cloud not thy brow with darkening frowns ! 
Parched be my veins with double-heated 
lust, 

If my derision smote thee sore. 
As when the feverish winds in summer breathe. 

Melting the trees of Araby to tears ; 
So thy words melt to sorrow all my soul. 

seek not more to chasten faith. 
For I have uttered cloven artifice 

To prove if alien hearts can mate. 
Since with the velorous soft voice of peace 

1 am allured ; Til tell my woe. 
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DELILAH. 

Sweet, sweeter than the taste of honeyed wine. 

Or the hot saline draughts of love. 
Drunk by the priests of Dagon to whet prayer. 

Is thy confiding soul to mine. 
Mirror thine olive front in violet eyes ! 

Press me yet closer — closer, God ! 
Till drunk with hanging on delicious lips ^^ 

I madden, madly loving thee. 

m 

Now in my body blend thy mighty power 
By whispering wherewithal 'tis spent. 

SAMSON. . 

Take thee new ropes : with these let me be 
bound 
By the fair fingers of my love. 

M 
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Then I shall be a wooer lacking strength, 
A lover faint from love of thee. 

DELILAH. 

Bright be the joyous splendour of my hopes ! 

My lord infatuates my will. 
How may my waning wish expend itself. 

Unless perforce thy prowess fail 
By being encinctured in these toils, 

And trammelled manhood burns away ? 
Yea, whilst exhausted, I'll upon a pyre 

Of smiles yield my obsequious love. 
Then in the desolation of thy soul 

rU warp delusion with a kiss. 
Be still, dear heart, lest heaven should grow 
unkind 

And fire thy thews with jealousy. • 
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SAMSON. 

Unbind me ! hot hoofed death doth press me 
sore ; 

My strength is as a nigh spent flame ; 
Delay not ! lest wrath overwhelm my soul. 

And my exhausted spirit swoons. 

DELILAH. 

Samson, the Philistines be on thee. Up ! 

Now hast thou rent my heart in twain : 
With open-mouthed deceit made play of trust. 

And poisoned love even at the source. 
Made chill its current with an icy breath. 

E'en pent each spring with dismal doubt, 
Mocked with libidinous sneers my boiling 
blood. 

Till my rapt joys expire with shame. 
M 7, 
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No more shalt thou play wanton with my joys. 
Or drink the nectar of my charms ; 

Mine be the cup of wormwood and galled 
grief. 
The ashes of my love my couch ; 

For I have given my heart a spoil to thee. 
And thou hast left me desolate. 

SAMSON. 

Dim not the lustre of thine eyes with tears ; 

Nor break the viol of thy sighs. 
But let the pil of sweet forgiveness flow. 

And I will lull distrust with truth. 

DELILAH. 

Encounter me no more with lust-lipped vows : 
Deceit hath surfeit-sickened me. 
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The will of all my people's God be mine ! 

My love-stream shall for Dagon flow : 
Amid the revels of his sacred rites 

Shall I that virgin oflFering bring 
Whieh I had nurtured to make feast for 
thee. 

O why didst thou make mock of me ? 

SAMSON. 

light of mine eyes, and princess of my 
soul! 
Hush not the murmuring of thine heart. 
Fears flood on me and overwhelm the words 
That would to each swift pleasure bring ! 
The luscious languor of thy pearl-decked 
eyes 
Teems feverish rapture thro^ my veins. 
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And my expectant spirit fainting pants 

To lap the nectar of thy love. 
Then wherefore passionately urge me thus. 

Since secret yearnings curb my tongue ; 
Know then ; were heaven and thee given me 
for choice. 

Thy body would I seize, whereon 
To feast in sumptuous delight my lust. 

And cast the phantom Heaven away. 
Come clasp my lips in thine, thou deletry 
sweet ! 

Then we as one shall make earth heaven. 

DELILAH. 

Thy damp-like love bedews my virgin 
couch. 
And thy hot-smelling words burn hate. 
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Can I withhold from him who fires my Veins 

The cup that brims to overflow ? 
ril kiss thy lips, and whisper thee my peace. 

If thou wilt blend thy soul in mine. 
Kiss me ! — oh joy ! another kiss, my lord, 

I faint — I faint for my desire — 
Give me some strength by breathing whence is 
thine. 

That I may throb in ecstasy ! 

SAMSON. 

Arise, bright jewel ! hold thy shell-like ear 
Close to my lips, that I may teach 

My love wherewith to fascinate my strength. 
And overcome my God in me. 

Fierce passion parches all the swelling floods 
That flow in my heart's cells for thee. 
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Let me not drown in disappointed love ; 

But with lips pressed breathe in my soul 
The Yea, that shall in tranquil ebbings bear 

Me to the bourne of earthly bliss. 

DELILAH. 

Sweet sighs shall waft our transient hopes 
Far on the raven wings of night ; 

When thou, my lord, with pleasant hours anon 
Shall make my life a lovelike dream. 

Speak but the word ; and I and Love will wait 
With breathless awe on thy desire. 

SAMSON. 

My hair 

DELILAH. 

By Dagon ! I did such divine : 
But I have clipt thy speech apart 
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With joy ; since that thy secret now is mine. 
Our alien hearts are blent in one. 

SAMSON. 

Bind thou my tresses with lithe fingers, love ! 

Weave them with woman's cunning art ! 
And 'mid the thrilling fire of love-tongues 
touched. 

Pin me to yonder mighty beam ! 
Then shall I be a wooer lacking strength, 

A lover faint from love of thee. 

DELILAH. 

Now shall thy troth make every pain a joy. 

And folded tresses trellis love ; 
Our mated hearts with amorous pulse shall 
beat. 

Till chirrupt notes proclaim thy peace. 
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O my lust's God ! my Samson ! how my love 

Intoxicate, heaves in my breast. 
As thy bright auburn locks my fingers 
comb — 

In time to my heart's boisterous beat ! 
Cleave me in twain fulfilling thy soul's wish. 

If its fulfilment flow not floods ! 
How calm thou seemest as I bind thine 
hair. 

Thus bound encincturing thy God. 
Make peace with me in kisses, and when free, 

We drunk with laughter's surging mirth. 
Shall both swamp all the streams of our 
desires 

In consummated ecstasy. 
My father's gods ! — O Israel's Judge, arise ! 

The Philistines be on thee, up ! 
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SAMSON. 

Hold ! hold ! I weary ! — Oh, forego thy 
love ! 

Unbind me ! Elohim, I faint I 
Shall Israel's God be Dagon's slave ? 

O Thou my God hast savM me ! 

DELILAH. 

Thrice hast thou made derision of my love ; 

Thrice cleft my confidence with shame ; 
Out on thee! out! Philistia's maidis are 
mocked 

By thee and thy Jehovahim. 
Death blanch mine olive cheek if e'er I love 

A Hebrew lord or Eloite. 
O Dagon ! how I calmed my billowy lust 

To oflFer unto thee my gift. ^ 
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Ye gods ! O man ! that ever Love made me 

To be for slaves a love-bound thrall. 
Hushed be the ardent breath that warms my 
speech, 

And fans to fury all my woes ! 
Bum, bum and parch the honeyed milk 

That yearns to flood my virgin breasts ! 
Ye sighing airs in melancholy strains 

To nether hell waft all my weal ! 
For shame unhooded mocks in flaunting 
mirth 

The desolation of mine heart. 

SAMSON. 

What! hath mine artifice made mock of 
thee? 
I ween my deft Philistian maid 
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That thou wouldst with thy wit make slave 
of me 

To these, who curbed the sons of God, 
Think'st thou the lust-stream of my amorous 
heart 

Shall overcome my God in me ? 
Think'st thou the olive shades that cloud thy 
brow 

Can overshadow all my might ? 
Hush, my Delilah ! let not cunning tongues. 

Sleek with the oil of dire revenge, 
Gloze thy soft speech with a mendacious love ! 

Crush the damned daemon in its birth. 
With such intense desire that hell shall gape. 

And all Philistia's lords despair ! 
Thy love had borne me to the goal of bliss ; 

Thy passion filled my blood with fire ; 
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Thy winning words entranced my waking 
dreams. 
With love delicious and divine, 
That tho' I'm God's my love dear heart is 
thine. 
Come wean expiring hopes with smiles ! 
Since Elohim hath given my thews this power 
m taunt the flaunting Philistines. 

DELILAH. 

Peace, peace, O judge of Israel, peace ! 

I hold not thy desire in me. 
What wilt thou ? Why upbraid me with deceit ? 

My love was conqueror of me. 
And taught me wherewith I should prove my 
lord 

To be in every feeling mine. 
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But now deception chills thy blood with art. 

And tutors thee to speak my shame. 
What, wilt thou chafe me with mine own hot 
tears. 

And scourge mine ecstasy with speech ? 
Wilt halt before the shrine of Dagon's loves 

And yield with me thy chastity ? 
The triple shadow of my souPs desires 

In all its graces guides my tongue. 
I found 'neath fancy's mighty auspices a joy. 

That led my aspirations near 
Unto the goal of earth's enticing sweet. 

Why mock me ? — why despoil my faith ? 
Why lead me towards the secret of thy soul, 

And thereat cheat confiding love ? 
Why breathe in me the ardour of thy blood 

To poison its delights with lies ? 
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O Dagon! love and leasing break my 
heart ; 

For thou my life-love mockest me. 
Would that thy God were mine, then should 
my prayers 

Outwing the swift-winged flight of thine. 
O Samson — Love ! my soul is wrapt in thee ; 

I sicken for thy confidence and love. 
Nay, I will ne'er forgive thy double-dyed 
deceit ; 

Thy heart's derision and thy doubt. 
Why hath thy godlessness fallen foul of me. 

And wherefore did I learn to woo 
The chiefest alien of my kin and tribe ? 

Why cast my sanctity away ? 
Why, why, O wherefore am I thus ? for thee 

Who maketh mock of me with lies. 
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SAMSON. 

Burst not thine heart with grief ! my doubts 
are shred : 
ril build thy faith with all my soul. 
Come kiss me sweet ! and I will breathe my 
power 
And overwhelm with truth Love's shame. 

DELILAH. 

Vex not my life with cloven artifice ! 

I loathe thy lips^ they sweat with lust. 
Shall my lips rest of thine to whet the flame 

That parches my young blood ? 
Thy kisses burn and feed on my despair. 

I kiss those lips that lisp deceit ! 
O Samson ! why thus tempt me to new shame ? 

I dare not touch thy lips with mine. 

N 
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SAMSOIi. 

By all the hosts of heaven ! I will declare 

With truth to thee my very heart. 
Wilt yield once more thy faith, and I will 
tell 
The secret of my might to thee ? 
Come rest thy dear head here ! Come kiss me 
sweet ! 
Those love-tears swamp my doubting fears. 

DELILAH. 

My love hath vanquished me; my hate is 
waste : 
ril yield myself to thy desire. 
Nay, heed not to fulfil thy vow, my 
lips 
Are thine ; now satiate thy love. 
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SAMSON. 
Yea, to make full thy confidence in me, 

ril whisper whence is all my strength ; 
For thou hast crushed thine honour out of thee 

And cast its glory at my feet. 

DELILAH. 

My faith is made complete ev'n in thy wish ; 

I can forego the passion of my soul 
For thee, my passion's iiege, I will not hear 

Thee speak the secret of thy God. 
Kiss me — my blood flows fire — kiss on, my 
lord, 

O Samson, clasp me lest I swoon ! 

SAMSON. 

Delilah ! Love ! O God ! Delilah, sweet. 
Withhold the fury of thy love ! 
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By heaven Pll purge my heart of all de- 
ceit. 

And hazard future pains for thee. 
In sooth — ^I'll breathe my might; for now I 
know 

Thy love makes wreck thy Kfe for me. 
Lay softly thine hot quivering lips to mine. 

That as I speak our souls may blend. 
Ne'er hath a razor come upon mine head ; 

For I have been a Nazarite 
To Israel's God even from my mother's 
womb : 

If I be shaven, then my strength 
Will fail me, and I shall be as a man 

Whose thews are overcome with death. 
Then should I be a wooer lacking might, 

A lover faint from loving thee. 
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DELILAH. 

Forego the consummation of thy love 

My sweetheart but an hour or twain ; 
For thine hot stinging kisses vanquish me 

And prostrate my love's-life in me. 
Wait but an hour on lust-dissolving Time, 

Till double-shunted passion thriU 
Thy love-blood with consuming wrath for 
me. 

That thou mayest feast in ecstasy ; 
Pillow thy virgin head upon my knees. 

And slumbering outwit swift-winged 
hours. — 
My alien-mate, my life-star, now thou'rt mine. 

If that thy tongue have spoken truth. 
He sleeps : O Dagon ! O my people's God ! 

0*ercome by me these Eloites. 
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Hush ! softly ! how he sleeps ; as if in death. 

Hush ! hold thy peace lest he awake 
And in his rage smite all Philistia's sons. 

He stirs ! withhold thine hands, he stirs ! 
He sleeps again: What thou dost, quickly 
do. 

Why murmur ye ? there is no fear, 
I tell ye he hath shewed me all his heart. 

'Tis finished : witness Dagon ! — Oh ! 
Samson, Judge of Israel, Samson, Hear ! 

The Philistines be on thee : Up ! 

SAMSON. 

Ye Philistines desire ye aught of me ? 

Go hence, lest I make waste your land. 
Jehovah ! Israel's God ! my people's God ! 

My Father's God ! O God ! my God ! 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SAMSON AND DELILAH. 183 

O why, O why hast thou forsaken me ? 

Why Lord didst thou depart from me. 
And to a woman's cunning make me slave ? 

O woman, God shall visit thee. 

[Exeunt the lords of the Philistines 
with Samson bound^ 



THE END. 
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A 

CATALOGUE OF BOOKS 

TUBLisiiED jay 

JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. 

MR. SWINBURNE'S NEW POEM. 
Foolscap 8vo., toned paper, cloth, Price ^^s* ^^» 

A SONG OF ITALY. 

',* The AtkefututH remarks of this poem : " Seldom has such a chant 
been heard so full of glow, streiigth^ and colour." 

MR. SWINBURNE'S 

POEMS AND BALLADS. 

Third Edition, Price 9s. 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

NOTES ON HIS POEMS, 

AND ON THE REVIEWS WHICH HAVE APPEARED 

UPON THEM, 

Is now ready, Price is. 

New Edition, foolcap 8vo., Price 6s., 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

ATA L ANT A IN CALYDON. 

MR. SWINBURNE'S 

CHASTELARD: A TRAGEDY. 

New Edition, Price 7s. 
London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75. PiccadiUy. 
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New Edition, foolscap 8vo., Price 5s. 
MR. SWINBURNE'S 

Q UEEN MOTHER, & ROSAMOND. 

ROSSETTI'S 

CRITICISMS ON SWINBURNE S POEMS. 

Price 3s. 6d. 

UNIFORM WITH MR. SWINBURNE'S POEMS. 
Foolscap 8yo., 450 pages, Fine Portrait and Autograph, 7s. 6d. 

WALT WHITMAN'S POEMS. 

(LEAVES OF GRASS, DRUM-TAPS, ETC.) 
Selected and Edited by WILLIAM MICHAEL ROSSETTI. 

" Whitman is a poet who bears and needs to be read as a whole, and 
then the volume and torrent of his power carry the disfigurements along 
with it and away— He is really a fine fellow." — Ckamber7s y^urna/, in a 
very long Notice, July 4th, 1868. 

Elegantly printed on toned paper, full gilt, gilt edges, for the 
Drawing-room, Price 6s. 

CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. 

BY HENRY S. LEIGH. 

Vers de Soci^t^, and charming Verses descriptive of London Life. 
With numerous exquisite little designs by Alfred Concanen 
and the late John Leech. SmaU 4to. elegant, imiform with 
"Puniana," 6s. 

Uniform with the above. 

THE ^^BAB BALLADSr 

NEW ILLUSTRATED BOOK OF HUMOUR ; OR, A GREAT 

DEAL OF RHYME WITH VERY LITTLE REASON. 

BY W. S. GILBERT. 

WITH A MOST LAUGHABLE ILLUSTRATION ON NEARLY EVERY 
PAGE DRAWN BY THE AUTHOR. 

On toned paper, gilt edges. Price 6s. 
Now ready, 4to., los. 6d., on toned paper, very elegant 

BIANCA: POEMS AND BALLADS. 

BY EDWARD BRENNAN. 
London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75, PiccadiUy. 
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Now ready, crown 8vo., cloth, Price 3s. 6d. 
THE 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF ^SCHYLUS. 

Translated in the Original Metres by C. B. CAYLEY, B. A. 

** This new translation will, we doubt not, be warmly welcomed as ably 
carrying out the object which the writer seeks to achieve— that of familiar- 
ising English readers, through the medium of their own language, with the 
stately forms and the scientific principles of the Greek verification. In this, 
as well as in preserving the spirit of the original, the writer has eminently 
iVLCCtcd^di.**— Observer. 

Neariy ready, foolscap 8vo., a new volume of Poems, entitled 

AMBROSIA AMORIS. 

BY EDWARD BRENNAN, Author of "BIANCA." 
This day, cloth neat, 5s. 

POEMS EROM THE GREEK MYTHOLOG Y, 

AND MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

BY EDMUND OLLIER. 

" What he has written is enough, and more than enough, to give him a 
high rank amongst the most successful cultivators of the English Muse." — 

Now ready, a very choice little volume, Price 4s. 

ANACREON IN ENGLISH: 

Attempted in the Metres of the Original. 
BY THOMAS J. ARNOLD. 

Crown 8vo., cloth extra, Price 7s. 6d., a volume of 
CHINESE BALLADS AND POEMS, IN ENGLISH VERSE, 

RNTITLBEI 

UNDER THE PEAK; 

OR. JOTTINGS IN VERSE DURING A LENGTHENED 

RESIDENCE IN HONG KONG. 

BY W. T. MERCER, M.A. 

Containing, with many other Poems, tlie following : — 



A String of Hong Kong 

■Sonnets. 
Ode to the Sons of Han. 
Chinese Vers de Soci^t^. 
Keyang's Farewell. 
The Man of Loo. 



The Hanyang Thistle. 

Chaou Yung's Quatrain. 

Trifles from the Tartar. 

Taifoong. 

The Sun of Hong Kong. 

The Tea Ballad. 



&c. &c. &c. 
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This day, crown 8vo., Price 7s. 6d. ; by post, 8s. 

POEMS: ... 

CHARACTERISTIC, ITINERARY, and MISCELLANEOUS. 

BY P. F. ROE. 

Part I. — Rythmical Etchings of Character. II.— Tracings of 
Travel III.— Minor Poems. IV.— Translations. 

A TRUE PICTURE OF THE MODERN FASHIONABLE WORLD, 

This day, elegantly bound for the Drawing-room, Price 5s. 

By Post, 5s. 4d. 

THE SEASON: A SATIRE. 

By ALFRED AUSTIN. 

\* An entirely New Edition of the famous Work, it having been 
out of print seven years. 

" Among the young poets who, during the last few years, have niade 
themselves a name among our neighbours across the straits, no one arrived 
at that essential end mor6 swiftly than Mr. Austin. At his first stride he 
toudied the goal. His poem was a satire upon manners, and scandal went 
for something in the curiosity it awakened. His verse is finished, rapid, 
with a Byronian accent, now recalling Pope, now Churchill, rich in anti- 
theses, and drenched with ol^ssicaX ambrosia." — Extract from a review, 25 
pages in length, in the Revue des Deux Motides. 

"Mr. Austin has the heart of a true poet, the brain of a shrewd thinker, 
and the pen of an accomplished writer. " — Dublin University Mg.gazine. 

** The best verses of their kind since * English Bards and Scotch Re- 
viewers. "* — TAe Queen's Messenger. 

** One of the most powerful satires of modem times."^/?rt//K //ews. 

** Mr. Austin's splendid talents as a satirist are beyond all question. "* — 
The Era. 

*' Worthy of Byron.** — Literary Gazette. 

**Wq venture^ to welcome the birth of another poet among us in Mr. 
Au.stin, and we bid him hearty speed." — London Review.' 

"If cleverness, united with truth, could reform the vices of London 
Society, Mr. Austin might rank as an apostle." — Press. 

" Keen, glittering, pungent, and cXcv&c.*' — Weekly Dispatch. 

*' Mr. Austin has the soul of a poet and the heart of an honest man.** — 
Ta9Hahawh. 

"All the follies of the town are passed in review by this stem but 
amusing censor." — Critic. 

** Wfiile Mr. Austin chose to lay on, few would cry *Hold, enough !'" — 
TheGlobe. 

" Has not been surpassed since Byron's 6z.ys.** —Illustrated Times. 

"No one, who is willing to open his eyes, or give effect to his moral 
convictions, will say that the censure of this satire is too sevqre."--iV>«/f of 
the World. 

" Many of the subjects tredited in this stinging satire are not pleasant 
ones tQ broach ; but Mr. Austin more than compensates in the vigoiu: with 
which he exposes and lashes fashionable follies and probes social sDres for 
his bmsque and barbed speech." — The Lady's Own Paper. 

"We qan only regret that *The Season* is not likely to penetrate more 
than a few bachelor smoking-rooms : though, if young ladies are what the 
author describes them, he has perhalps counted oh bleing read, like the 
Essays and Reviews, the more nftugbty he is said to be." — The Press. 

I^ndon : JOHN CAMDEN H0TTEN;.74 & 75. Piccadilly, 
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New Edition, beautifully Illustrated, cloth, very elegant, 
royal 8vo, Price 6s. 

THE VALE OF LANHERNE 

AND OTHER CORNISH POEMS. 

By HENRY SEWELL STOKES, 

Illustrated with Eight very beautiful Tinted Lithographs of the 
following most picturesque spots in Cornwall : — 

THE VALE OF LANHERNE, 

THE NUNNERY OF LANHERNE, 

THE CHURCH OF ST. MAWGAN, 

ANCIENT CROSS OF MAWGAN, 

And Views of the Sea Coast, including 

FALLORY, TREGURRION BAY, THE NORWEGIAN'S 

ROCK, THE EYRY, &c. 

Nearly Ready, 

RECREATIONS AT MAGDALA. 

By CAPTAIN CAMERON, late H.B.M. Consul at Massowah, 

INFELICIA. 

POEMS BY ADAH ISAACS MENKEN. 

Illustrated with numerous gracefully pencilled designs 
DRAWN ON WOOD, BY ALFRED CoNCANEN. Dedicated, by per- 
mission, to Charles Dickens, with photographic facsimile of his 
letter, and a very beautifully engraveji portrait of the Authoress. 
In green and gold, 5s. 6d. 

"A jMithetic litde volume exquisitely got up." — Sim. 

"It is full of pathos and sentiment, displays a keen appreciation of 
beauty, and has remarkable earnestness and passion." — Globe. 

** A loving and delicate care has been bestowed on perhaps the daintiest 
pages of verse that have been issued for many years.'* — Lloyd's News. 

" Few, if any, could have guessed the power and beauty of the thoughts 
that possessed her soul, and found expression in language at once pure and 
melodious Who shall say Menken was not a poet ? Through- 
out her verse there runs a golden thread of rich and pure poetry." — Press. 

"There is a passionate richness about many of the poems which is 
almost starding." — Sunday Times. 

"What can we say of this gifted and wajrward woman, the existence of 
whose better nature will be suggested for the first time to many by the 
posthumous disclosure of this book ? We do not envy the man who, reading 
It, has only a sneer for its writer ; nor the woman who finds it i[n her heart 
to turn away with averted face." — Nevf York Round Table. 

"An amazing little book, unhappily posthumous, which a distinguished 
woman has left as a legacy to mankind and the ages." — Saturday Review., 

London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. 74 & 75, PiccadiUy. 
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Just ready, foolscap 8vo, neatly printed, 2S. 6d. 

FACTS &> FANCIES FROM THE FARM, 
POEMS BY JAMES DAWSON. 

" Here we have some very pretty and readable poetry— <<»ne of it so 
much above the average as to warrant expectations of something far better, 
and we shall look forward with interest to the next volume from the same 
hand." — Globe. 

Cheap Edition, paper covers, Price is. 

In crown 8vo. , handsomely printed, Price 6s. 

THE IDOLATRESS; AND OTHER POEMS. 

BY DR. JAMES WILLS, 
Author of '' Dramatic Scenes" " The Disembodied" and of various 
Poetical Contributions to " Blackwood s Magazine" 
** One great merit of the * Idolatress ' is to be found in the ability with 
which die writer has contrasted a spiritual faith and its claims on the con- 
science, with a material faith that captivates the imagination through the 
seasteS.**—Atken£n(9tt, July nth, 1868. 

An elegant little volume, bound in blue and gold carmine edges. 
Price 4s. 6d. 

LYRICS AND BUCOLICS. 

The Eclogues of Virgil, a Selection from the Odes of Horace, and 
the Legend of the Sibyll. Translated by Herbert Notes, Esq. 

"There is a certain freedom and swin§ in these translations, which not 
only more resembles the brisk spirit and ringing tone of the original, but is 
truly refreshing after the stiff rendering which had been generally made of 
Horace's choicest compo^tion. We become grateful for new renderings, 
which, whilst they retain as much of the spirit and force of the original as 
translations can, vehicle the old Roman thoughts through sweet measures, 
and dainty rhythmic melodies." — London Review. 

By the sam,e Author. 
Just out, in uniform binding, Price 9s. 

AN IDYLL OF THE WEALD, 

WITH OTHER LA YS &> LEGENDS. 
By HERBERT NOYES, Esq. 

THE NEW POETICAL SATIRE. 

HORSE AND FOOT; 

OR, PILGRIMS TO PARNASSUS. 

By RICHARD CRAWLEY. 

** I'll not march through Coventry with them, that's flat" 

Crown 8vo., Price 3s. 6d. 

" Whatever may be thought of this spirited satire of 841 lines, no one 

will accuse its writer of personality ; and however hard he may hit some of 

the literati of the day, he appears to write in perfect good faith, and, in thus 

frankly avowing his own critical convictions, to be influenced but by one 

thought — the healthy interests of English literature. Without acquaintance 

with those mentioned in his pages, or indeed with any one in the literary 

world,* Mr. Crawley writes independently,' and for this moral courage we 

thank htm." 

London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75, PiccadiUy. 
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Now ready, a handsome volume, foolscap 8vo., Price 6s. 

J^AIR ROSAMOND, AND OTHER POEMS. 

By B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING (of the Inner Temple). 

'* The declamation of Rizpah by the bodies of her sons is given with 
considerable vigour and natural feeling. . . . Contains much unusually 
valuable poetry, with nothing that wifi not repay the reader who can enjoy 
many and varied themes diversely treated." — Athtnaum. 

"Mr. Ranking is a poet of no common order." — Lloyd* t Weekly 
London Newspaper. 

"Mr. Ranking tells the story of 'Fair Rosamond' with considerable 
poetic skill. , . . Ainong the other poems in Mr. Ranking's volume. 
The Death of Ossian' is perhaps the best." — London Review. 

" There are a number of very pretty sonnets, for which the author 
deserves a high compliment." — Sun. 

Now ready, a very elegant little volume. Uniform with Fair 
Rosamond, Price 4s. 6d. 

POEMS. 

By B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING. 

In 4to., exquisitely printed on ivory paper, elegant binding, 
Price los. 6d. 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. 

By H. CHOLMONDELEY PENNELL. 

A New Edition, twice the size of the old one, with many New 
Poems and Additional Illustrations by Sir Noel Paton, Millais, 
John Tenniel, Richard Doyle, M. Ellen Edwards, and 
other distinguished Artists. 

" The epigrammatic drollery of Mr. Cholmondeley Pennell's * Puck on 
Pegasus ' is well known to many of our readers. . . . The present is a 
superb and handsomely printed and illustrated edition of this book." — Times. 

" A beautiful and amusing book. ... If lightness and elegance are 
qualities recommendatory of gift books, * Puck on Pegasus,' though not a 
mere Christian work, may well be ranked, and ranked high amongst them. 
. . . It is needless to say that the illustrations are all more or less 
charmi ng. " — The Scotsman. 

" Who does not know ' Puck on Pegasus,' which now comes before us in 
a sixth edition?" — London Review. 

" There is no doubt tliat Mr. Cholmondeley Pennell's merry volume of 
verse, entitled ' Puck on Pegasus,' which has reached a sixth edition, merits 
the honour and success of that unquestionable proof of popularity. The 
book has been reviewed oyer and over again." — Daily Telegraph. 

" _ . . . . Splendid verse. The sixth edition — on the merits of the 
book it ought to be the sixtieth — is published in exquisite garb by Mr. Hotten. 
Those who do not already know the wonderful swing of Mr. Cholmondeley 
Pennell's lines should make their acquaintance at once. 'Jolly' is hardly 
the word for the book, either in the writing or the get up, but we make 
'Puck on Pegasus' a present of it for want of a \)^\.\xx7''— Standard. 

"The words 'sixth edition,' when they appear in the first page of any 
workj are in themselves a sufficient guarantee of its character, and render 
criticism superfluous. The public have affixed the seal of their approbation 
on the work, and we have only to say that in doing so they have Judged, as 
they usually do, wisely and well. It is especially fit for reading in the 
femily circle." — Observer. 

** The volume is a treasury of wit and humour : wit that always sparkles, 
and humour without the tamt of coarseness or vulgarity." — Newspaper 
World. 
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Author's New and Enlarged Edition. Price is. ; in cloth, is. 6d- 

HANS BREITM ANN'S BALLADS, 

THE. COMPLETE WOJffC. 
From the Author's Revised Copyright. 
L-HANS BREITMANN'S PARTY. 
II.— HANS BREITMANN'S CHRISTMAS, 
III.— HANS BREITMANN'S VELOCIPEDE. 
IV.— HANS BREITMANN'S DER FREYSCHUT2. 
V.-HANS BREITMANN'S OTHER BALLADS. 

This day, in crown 8vo.» toned paper, elegant. Price 3s. 6d. 

WIT & HUMOUR. 

By THE "AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST TABLE." 
A volume of delightfully humorous Poems, very similar to the 

mirthful verses of Tom Hood. Readers will not be disappointed 

with this work. 

OLD ENGLISH RELIGIOUS BALLADS AND CAROLS. 

This day, in small 4to. , with very beautiful floriated borders, 

in the Renaissance style, cloth gilt, price 12s. 6d. 

SONGS OF THE NATIVITY. 

An entirely new collection of Old Carols, including some never 
before given in any collection. With Music to the more popular. 
Edited by W. H. HUSK, Librarian to the Sacred Harmonic Society. 

i2mo. Same size as Tennyson's " Maud," Price 5s. 
TRANSLATIONS FROM 

CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. 

VVTith a few ORIGINAL POEMS by R. H. SHEPHERD. 
This day, foolscap 8vo. , Price 7s. 6d. 

STRAWBERRY HILL; 

AND OTHER POEMS. 

By COLBURN MAYNE, Esq. 

*' It is a bright, clever little book, in which we find a great deal of good 
rhyme, and some genuine and pleasing poetry. There are several charming 

{rictures of the historic group, which we know from Horace Walpolc's 
etters and Sir Joshua's paintings."— J/^r«£«^ Star. 

Jusf published, elegantly printed. Price 3s. 6d. 

THE VILLAGE ON THE FORTH; 

AND OTHER POEMS, 

By PHILIP LATIMER. 
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